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1 ^HINK the following peces in * four 
-^ volumes to be the moji excujeable of all that I 

c^ have formerly written ; and Iwijh lefs apology 

was needful for thefe. As there is no recalling 
what is got ahroady the pieces here republifhed 
I have revifed and correSledy and rendered 
them as pardonable^ as it was in my power 
t4i do. 



* The firft edition was in four volumes, but is now 
OHnprized in three. 
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VERSE 

TO THE 

AUTHOR. 



NOW let the Jthei/ tremble; Thou alone 
CanH bid his confcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom Ihalt thou not reform? O thou haft feen. 
How God deicends to judge the fouls of men. 
Thou heard'ft the fentence how the guilty mourn, 
Driv'n out from God, and never to return. 

Yet more, behold ten thoufand thunders fall. 
And fndden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature funk, when every bolt was hurl'd. 
Thou faw'ft the boundlefs ruins of the world. 

When guilty -Sodom felt the burning rain. 
And fulphur fell on ,the devoted plain ; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempeft paH, 
With pious horror view'd the defart wafte ; 
The reftlefs fmoke ftill wav'd its curls around^ 
For ever rifmg from the glowing ground. ^ 

But tell me, oh ! what heav'nly pleafure tell. 
To think fo greatly, and defcribe fo well ! 
How waft thou pleas'd the wond'rous theme to try. 
And find the thought of man could rife fo high ? 

B % Beyond 



4 TotheAUTHOR, 

Beyond this world the labour to purfte, 
And open all Eternity to view? 

But thou art beft delighted to rehearfe 
Heav'n's holy didlates in exalted verfe : 
O thou haft power the hardened heart to warm. 
To grieve, to raife, to terrify, to jcharm ; 
To fix the foul on God ; to teach the mind 
To know the dignity of human-kind ; 
By ftrider rules well-govem?d life to fcan. 
And pradife o'er the angel in the man. 



Magd.Coll. T, Warton, 

Oxon* 
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To a L AD Y, with the L A S T DAY. 

Madam» 

HERE, facred truths, in lofty numbers told. 
The profpeft of a future ftatc unfold: 
The realms of night to mortal view difplay, 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
[This daring author fcorns^ by vulgar ways 
k)f guilty wit, to merit wortldefs praife. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring mufe> 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame purfues : 
Religion's caufe her ravifli'd heart inipires. 
And with a thoufand bright ideas fires ;. • 
Tranfports her quick, impatient, piercing eye. 
O'er the ftrait liinits of mortality. 
To boundlefs orbs, and bids her fearlefs (bar. 
Where only Milton gain'd -renown before j 
Where yarious fcenes alternately excite 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight* , . • . 

Thus did the mufes fing in early times. 
Ere fkill'd to flatter vice, and vamifh crimes : 
Their lyres were tun'd to Virtue's fons alone> 
And the chafte poet, and the prieft, were one. 
But now, forgetful of their infant ftate. 
They footh the wanton pleafurcs of the great : 
And from the prefs, and the licentioas ftage. 
With lufcious poifon taint the thoughtlefs age ; 
Deceitful charms attradl our wbnd'ring eyes. 
And fpecious ruin unfufpedled lies* 

B 3 S9 



6 To a L AXTY, witb the LAST DAY. 

So the rich foil of Indians blooming fhore;, 
Adom'd with lavifh nature's choiceil ftores. 
Where ferpents lark, by fiow'rs conceal'd from fights 
Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 

Thefe purer thoughts from grofs alloys refin'd. 
With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind : 
Not fram'd to raife a giddy ihort-liv'd joy» 
Whofe falfe allurements, while they pleafe, deftroy ; 
But blifs refembling that of faints above* 
Sprung from the vifion of th' Almighty Love: 
Firm, folid blifs, for ever great and new. 
The more 'tis known, the more admir'd like you; 
Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing fweetnefs, unafledled wit. 
And all the glories of your fparkling race. 
While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. 
By thefe fecur'd, you will with pleafure read 
Of futun judgment y and the rifing deadi 
Of time's grand peried^ heafv*n and earth o^ertbrovm ^ 
Jnd gajping nature^ s loft tremendous groan^ 
Thefe, when the fiars and fun ihall be no morer 
Shall beauty to your ravaged form reftore : 
Then (hall you ihine with an immortal ray. 
Improved by deathj, and bnghten'd by decay. 



Pcmb. CoU. T, Trist a AM^ 

. Oacon. 
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To THE AUTHOR, 

On his LAST DAY and UNIVERSAL PASSION. 

AN D maft it be as thoa haft fung> 
Celeftial bard, feraphic Young ? 
Will there no trace^ no point be foand 
Of all this fpaddos glorious round? 
Yon lamps of light, moil they decay ? 
• On nature's felf, deftrudion prey ? 
Then fame^ the moft immortal thing 
Ev'n thou canft hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Nbwton's Syftem be admir'd^ 
When dme and motion are expired f 
Shall fools be curious to explore 
Who rul'd an ori> that is no more? 
Or ihall they quote the pi6tur'd age. 
From Pope's and Thy corredive page. 
When vice and virtue lofe their name 
In deathlefi joy, or endleis fhame ? 
While wears away the grand machine. 
The works of genius (hall be feen : 
Beyond, what laurels can there be. 
For Homer, Horace, Pope, or Thee f 
Thro* life we chafe, with fond purfuit. 
What mocks our hope, like Sodm^s fruit : 
And fure, thy plan was well defign'd. 
To cure this madneis of the mind ; 

B 4 Firft, 



To THE AUTHOIL 

Firfl, beyond time our thoughts to raife; 
Then hSh our love of tranfient praife* 
In both, we own thy dodrine juft ; 
And fame's a breatl^ and men are dufi* 



1736. |. Banck», 



THE 






,TH E 

LAST D A Y. 

BOOK I. 

Ipfe pater, media nimbcrum in noBe, coruJc{L 
Fulmina molitur dextra, ^uo maxima motu 
Terra tremit: fugere fera ! et mortaUa cvrda 
fer gentes humilis ftra^it pa^vcr* VlRC« 

i| T T H I L £ others fing the fortune of the Great ; / 
V V Empire and Arms, and all the pomp of State ; / 
With Britain's Hero • fet their fouls on fire. 
And grow immortal as his deeds infpire ; 
I draw a deeper fcene : a fcene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'enhrown^ 
And gaiping nature's laft tremendous groan ; 
Death's antient fceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 

* The Duk9 of Mar lb o ro u g h« 

Twixt 
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Twixt joy and pain I view the bold defign. 
And aik my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious ftars or fun. 
Is far beneath my daring : I look down 
On all the fplendors of the Briiijb crown. 
This globe is for my verfe a narrow bound ; 
Attend me, all the glorious worlds around ! 
O ! all ye angels, howfoe'er disjoin'd. 
Of every various order, place, and kind, , 
Hear, and a£ift, a feeble mortal's lays ; 
*Tis your Eternal King I ftrive to praife. 

But chiefly Thou, great Ruler ! Lord of all ! 
Before whofe throne archangels proftrate fall ; 
If at thy nod, from difcord, and from night. 
Sprang beamy, and yon fparWing worlds of light. 
Exalt ^*en me ; all inward tomtdts queU ; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind difpel ; 
To my great fubjeft Thou my breaft infpire. 
And raife my tab'ring ibol with equal fire. 

Man, bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous nature's face : 
See fpring's gay bloom ; fee golden autumn's ilore ; 
Seeiiow earth fmiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cnmb'rous mail. 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies fail. 
Here, forells rife, the mountain's awful pride ; 
Here, rivers mcafure climes, and wwlds divide ; 
There, vallies fraught widi gold's refplcndcnt feeds. 
Hold kings, aod kingdoms fortunes, in dieir beds : 
There, to the (kies, afpiring hUls afcend. 
And into diftant lands their ihades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleets ; of fleets the pride. 
See furof^s law« in ^itm*^ chamiel liide* 
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View the whole earth's vaft landfkip unconfin'd^ 
Or view in Britain all her glories joinM. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raife ; 
^Twill raife thy wonder> but tranfcend thy praiie* 
How far from eaft to weft ? The laboring eye 
Can fcarce the diftant azure bounds defcry : 
Wide theatre ! where tempers play at large. 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath difcharge 
Mark how thofe radiant lamps inflame the pole» 
Call forth the feafons, and the year controul : 
They fhine thro' time^ with an unalter'd ray : 
See This grand period rife, and That decay : 
So vaft, this world's a grain ; yet myriads grace,* 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal fpace ; 
So bright f with fuch a wealth of glory ftor'd, 
'Twere iin in heathens not to have ador'd. 

How great, how firm, how facred, all appears t 
How worthy an inunortal round of years ! 
Yet all muH drop, as autumn's fickliefl grain. 
And earth and firmament be fought in vain : 
The trad forgot where <OHJUUations fhonc. 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 
Time (hall be (lain, all nature be deflroy'd. 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner, or later, in fome future date, 
(A dreadful fecret in the book of fate !) 
This hour, for aught all human wifdom knows. 
Or when ten thoufand harveib more have rofe ; 
When fcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth* 
Old empires &U, and give new empires birth ; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands. 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annbs^ 
WhSe the ftill bufy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five theufand years before^ 

Thoughddf 
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Thoughdefs as thofe who Hon» life's mazes ron^ 
Of earth di^olv'd> or an extinguifh'd fun; 
(Ye fublunary worlds, awake> awake ! 
Ye rulers of the nation, hear, and ihake !) 
Thick clouds of darknefs ihall arife on day ; 
In fudden night all earth's dominions lay ; 
Impetuous winds the fcatter'd foreib rend ; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 
And break the bondage of his wonted (hore; 
A fanguine ftain the iilver moon o'eripread ; 
Darknefs the circle of the fun invade ; 
From inmoft heav'n incei&nt thunders roll, 
And the ilrong echo bound from pole to pole* 

When, lo, a mighty trump, one half concealed 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye revealM, 
Shall pour a dreadful note ; the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; 
Th* extended circuit of creation ihake. 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh powerful blafl \ to wldch.no equal found 
Did e'er thq frighted car of nature wound, 
Tho' rival clarions have been ftrain'd on high. 
And kindled wars immortal thro' the iky, 
Tho' God's whole enginery difcharg'd, and all 
The rebel Angels bcllow'd in their fall. 

Have angels fmn'd ? and Ihall not man beware ? 
How ihall a fon of earth decline the fnare ? 
Not folded arms, and ilacknefs of the mind. 
Can pronufe for the fafety of mankind : 
None are fupinely good : thro' care and pain. 
And various arts» the ileep afcent we gain. 
This is the fcene of combat, not of reft, 
Man's is laborious happinefs at beil ; 

On 
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On this fide death his dangers never ceafe. 
His joys are joys of conqueft, not of peace. 

If then, obfequious to the will of fi^te. 
And bending to the terms of human ft ate. 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms. 
When beauty fmiles, or grandeur fpreads her chatmf. 
The confcious foul would this great fcene difplay. 
Call down th* immortal hofts in dread array. 
The trumpet found, the Chrillian banner fpread. 
And raife from filent graves the trembling dead j 
Such deep impreffion would the pifture make. 
No pow'r on earth her firm refolve could fhake; 
Engaged with angels fhe would greatly Hand, 
And look regardlefs down on fea and land ; 
Not prolFer'd worlds her ardour could reftrain. 
And death might (hake his threatening lance in vain ! 
Her certain conqueft would endear the fight. 
And danger ferve but to exalt delight. 

Inftruded thus to fhun the fatal fpring. 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I fmg ; 
More boldly we our labours may purfue. 
And all the dreadful image fet to view. 

The fparkling eye, the fleek and painted breal^. 
The burni(h*d fcale, curl'd train, and rifmg creft. 
All that is lovely in the noxious fnake. 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake : 
The iting once drawn, his guiltlefs beauties rif« 
In pleaiing luflre, and detain our eyes ; 
We view with joy, what once did horror raove^ 
And ftrong averfion foftens into love. 

Say then, my mufe, whom difmal fcenes delight 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 
The laft extremes of terror and delpair ; 

Oh 
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Oh by, what change on earth* what heart in man* 
This blackeft^moment iince the world began. 
' Ah mournful turn ! the blifsful earth> who late 
At leifure on her axle rolPd in ftate; 
While thoufand golden planets knew no ref^ 
Still onward in their circling journey preft ; 
A grateful change of feafons fome to brings 
And fweet viciflltude of fall and fpring : 
Son^ thro' vaft oceans to condud the keel* * 

And fome thofe watry worlds to fink, or (well : 
Around her fome their fplendors to display. 

And gUd her globe with tributary day : ! 

This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her God, 
Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Delivered o'er to darknefs and defpair. 
No fun in radiant glory ftiines on high j 
No light, but from the terrors of the &y : 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loft. 
And all into a fecond chaos toil : 
One univerfal ruin fpreads abroad; 
Nothing is fafe beneath the throne of God. 

Such, earth, thy fate : what then canft thou afford 
To comfort and fupport thy guilty lord ? 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon. 
How muA he bend his foul's ambition down f 
Proftrate, the reptile own, and difavow 
His boafted itature, and affuming brow ? 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curfe his form, I 

That fpcaks diftindlion from his filler worm ? 

What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade f I 

Lord, why doft thou forfake, whom thou haft made ? ' 

Who can fuftain thy anger ? who can ftand 
Be^ieath th^ terrors of thy lifted hand ? 
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It flies the reach of thought ; oh iave m^ Pow'r 
Of pow^H fiq>icine» in that tremendoos hoiur ! 
Thou who beneath the frown of fate haft flood* 
And in thy dreadfhi agony fweat blood ; 
Thouy who for wt, thro* every throbbing vein> 
Haft felt the keeneft edge of mortal pain-; 
Whom <leath led captive through the realms beloix^; 
And taught thofe horrid myfteries of woe ; 
Defend me, O my God ! Oh fave roc, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs fupreme, in that tremendous hour ! 

From eaft to weft they fly, from pole to line. 
Imploring fhelter from the wrath divine ; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming feas to fweep. 
Or rocks to yawn, compaffionately dpep : 
Seas caft the monfter forth to meet his doom. 
And rocks but prifon up for wrath to come. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown ; 
While death fits threatening in his prince's frown. 
His heart's difmay'd ; and now his fears command. 
To change his native for a diftant land : 
Swift orders fly, the king's fevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea ; 
The port he feeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted fword. 

But why this idle toil to paint tifat day ? 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the diftrefs. 
The height of eloquence would make it lefs ; 
Heav'ns ! how the good man trembles ! — 

And is there a La/f Day F and muft there come 
A fure, a fix'd, inexorable doom ? 
Jimhition fwell, and, thy proud fails to fhow. 
Take all the winds tiuit ^vanity can blow ; 
tVealtb on a golden mountain blazing ftand, 
^iid reach an India forth in either hand ; 

Spread 
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Spread all thy pttqde dafleis^ temptug «/rar. 

And thou^ more dreaded foe, bright ieauty^ fliine ; 

Shine all ; in all your charms together rife ; 

That all, m all your charms, I may defpiie» 

While I monnt upward on a ftrong deiire» 

Some, like EUji^f in a car of fire. • 
In hopes of glory to be quite invoiWd I 
I To (mile at death 1 to long to be diflblv'd ! 
I From our decays a pleafure to receive ! 
! And kindle into tranfport at a grave ! ^ . ,. 

What equals this ? And (hall. the. vldor no** • . •: 

Boafi: the proud laurels on his loaded btow ? 

Religion ! Oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright ! 

Oh joys unnux'd, and fathomlefs delight ! 

Yhou, Thou art all ; nor End I in the whole 
/Creation aught> but God and my own fouU 
For ever then, my foul, thy God adore. 

Nor let the brute creation praife him more. 

Shall things inanimate my condud blame. 

And fluih my confcious cheek with fpreading ihame? 

They all for him purfue, or quit, their end ; 

The mounting flames their burning pow'r fufpend ; 

In folid heaps th' unfrozen billows iland, 

'To refl and fUence aw'd by his command : 

Nay, the dire monflers that infeft the fjood. 

By nature dreadful, and athirft for.blood, « 

His will can calm, their favage tempers. bind. 

And turn to mild protedbrs of mankind. 

Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 

In the deep chambers of the gloomy main j 

When darknefs round him. all her horrors fpread^ 

And the loud ocean bellow'd o^er his head ? 
When now the thunder roars, the lightening flies. 

And all the warring winds tumultuous rife ; 

When 
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When now the foaming {nrgts, toft on high, 
Difclofe the fands beneath, and touch the iky; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaft. 
Look back witji terror on their actions paft ; 
Their courage fickens into deep difmay. 
Their hearts, through fear and anguifh, melt away j 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempeft can appeafe; 
Now they devote their treafure to the feas ; 
Unload their fhatter'd barque, tho* richly fraught^ 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold ; but oh, the ftorm fo high ! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling prophet then, themfelves to fave. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave ; 
Down he defcends, and, booming o'er his head. 
The billows clofe ; he's number'd with the dcadi 
(Hear, O ye juft ! attend, ye virtuous few ! 
And the bright paths of piety purfue) 
Lo ! the great Ruler of the world, from highi 
Looks fmiling down with a propitious eye. 
Covers his fervant with his gracious hand. 
And bids tempeftuous nature iilent ftand ; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place^ 
Or kindly fold him in a foft embrace : 
He bridles in the monfters of the deep : 
The bridled monfters awful diftance keep : 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey | 
And guiltlefs gaze, and round the ftranger play* 

But ftill arife new wonders ; nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word. 
And calls the great leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his ftate ; . 
Exults for joy, and, with a mighty bound, 
Makes the fea ihake, and heav'n and earth refound ; 
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Blackens the watew with the tifing fand. 
And drives vaft bilk)w$ to the diAant land* 

As yawns an earthquake, when imprifon'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare. 
The whale expands his jaws enormons fizc j 
The prophet views the cavern with furprize ; 
Meafures his monftrous teeth, afar defery'd. 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from fide to fide : 
Then takes poffeffion of the fpacioas feat. 
And (ails fecare within the dark retreat 

Now is he pleas'd the northern blaft to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void x)f fear ; 
Or falls iramcrs'd into the depths below. 
Where the dead filent waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills conveyed. 
Dwells in the (helving mountain's dreadful (hade : 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath. 
And glides fcrenely thro' the paths of death. 

Two wond'rous days and nights thro' coral groves,- 
Thro* labyrinths of rocks and fands^ he roves : 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays. 
It fees the king of waters rife and pour 
His facred gueil uninjur'd on the (hore : 
A type of that great bleiHng, which the ma(e 
In her next labour ardently purfues. 
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■ tTt hope, that the departed will rife again from the 
dujl : after nuhich, like the gods, they will hi im" 
mortal* 

NOW Man awakes, and from his filent bed. 
Where he has flept for ages, lifb his head ; 
Shakes off the ilamber often thoufand years. 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whate'er the bold, the raih, adventure coil. 
In wide Eternity I dare be loft. 
The mufe is wont in narrow bounds to fing; 
To teach thefivaift, or celehrate the king. 
I grafp the whole, no more to parts confin'd« 
I lift my voice, and fing to htman kind: 
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I iing to men and angels ; angels join. 

While fuch the theme, their facred ifongs with mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted found 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round. 
An univerfal concourie to prepare 
Of all that ever breath'd the vital air : 
In ibme wide field, which adive whirlwinds iweep. 
Drive cities, for^fts, mountains, to the deep. 
To fmooth and lengthen out th' unbounded fpace. 
And fpread an area for all human race. 

Now monuments prove faithful to their truft. 
And render back their long committed duft. 
Now chamois rattle ; fcatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones, obfequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd, advance ; the neck perhaps to meet 
The diflant head ; the diftant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, fee through the dulky fky 
Fragments of bodies in confufion fly. 
To diftant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deferted members, and compleat the frame. 

When the world bow'd to Rome*s almighty fword, 
Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confefs'd her lord* 
Yet one day loft, this deity belOW 
Became the fcorn and pity of his foe. 
His blood a traitor's facrifice was made. 
And fmok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. 
No trumpet's found, no gafping army's yell. 
Bid, with due horror, his great foul farewel. 
Obfcure his fall I all welt'ring in his gore. 
His trunk was caft to periih on the fhore ! ' 
While Julius frownM the blpody monfter dead. 
Who brought the world in his great rival's 'head. 
This fevcr'd head and trunk fhall join once more* 
Tho' realms now rife between, and oceans tosok 
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The trumpet's found each fragrant mote (hall hear, 
.Or fix*d in earth, or if afloat in air. 
Obey tlie fignal wafted in the wind. 
And not one fleeping atom lag behind. 

So fwarming bees, that on a- fummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen found, their wanderings end. 
And, gently circling, on a bough defcend. 

The body thus renew'd, the confcious foul. 
Which has perhaps been fluttering near the pole. 
Or midft the burning planets wond'ring ftray'd. 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpfe was laid ; 
Or rather coalled on her final ftate. 
And fear'd or wifti'd for, her appointed fate : 
This foul, returning with a conftant flame. 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 
Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound. 
The fprings maintain an everlafting round. 

Thus a frail model of the work defign'd 
Firft takes a copy of the builder's mind. 
Before the flruAure firm with lafting oak. 
And marble bowels of the folid rock. 
Turns the ftrong arch, and bids the columns rife. 
And bear the lofty palace to the dcies ; 
The wrongs of time enabled to furpafs. 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brafs. 

That antient, facred, and illuftrious •dome. 
Where foon or late fair Alhion^s heroes come. 
Prom camps, and courts, tho' great, or wife, or juft. 
To feed the worm, and moulder into dull ; 
That folemn manfion of the royal dead. 
Where paffing flaves o'er fleeping monarchs tread, 

• Wefimnjkr Ahhiy. 
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Now populous overflows : a nom'roaa race 
Of rifing kings fill all th' extended fpace : 
A life well fpent, not the vidorious fword. 
Awards die crown« and ftiles the greater lord. 

Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth. 
Labours with man to this his fecond birth ; 

But where gay palaces in pomp arife, | 

And gilded theatres invade the fkies, • | 

Nations fhall wake, whofe unrefpedted bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious fons. 
The moft magnificent and cofUy dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No fpot on earth but has fupply'd a grave. 
And human ikuUs the fpacious ocean pave. 
All's full of man ; and at this dreadful turn. 
The fwarm fhall ifTue, and the hive ihall burn. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner, rife : 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes : 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light. 
And blefs the grave, and call for lafting night* 
Others, whofe long-attempted virtue ftood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the rufliing flood, 
Whofe firm refdve, nor beauty could melt down. 
Nor raging tyrants from their poflure ^wn ; 
Such, in this day of horrors, fhall be feea 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien ; 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above ; 
The centre fhakes, their hearts difdain to move : 
An earth diilblving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide. 
Serene they view, impatient of delay. 
And blefs the dawn of everlafting day. 

Here, greatne/s proftrate falls ; xltitrtf Jtrengtb gives place; 
Here, laxars finile ; there, beauty hides her &ce< 
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Chriftiotts, aiid Jews, and Turks, and Pagms Band, 
A blended throng, one undiftbguiili'd band* 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd« 
With zeal for their diftin£l perfuafions fir'd. 
In mutual friendihip their long ilumber break. 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 

But hone are flufii'd with brighter joy, or, wana 
With jufter confidence, enjoy the ftorm. 
Than thofe, whofe pious bounties, unconfin'd» 
Have made them public fathers of mankind* 
In that illuftrious rank, what ihining light 
With fuch diitinguilh'd glory fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful mufe, that homage fhow. 
Which to fuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
WicKH AM ! Fox I Chichley ! hail, illufhious * names. 
Who to far difUnt times difpenfe your beams ; 
Beneath your fhades, and near your chryiial fprings, 
I firft prefum'd to touch the trembling firings. 
All hail, thrice honour'd ! 'Twas your great renown 
To blefs a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you rife, eternally to ihine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God ! Oh how fhall mortal raifc 
His foul to due returns of grateful praife. 
For bounty fo profufe to human kind. 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who, fome few years ago, was lefs 
Than worm, or mite, or fhadow can exprefs. 
Was Nothing ; fhall I live, when ev'ry fire 
And ev'ry ftar fhall languifh and expire i 
When earth's no more, fhall I furvive above. 
And thro' the radiant files of angels move ? 

* Founders of New-College, Corpus Chrifti, ami All Soldi, in 
Oxford ; of all which iU a^b$r was a tnember. 
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Or> as before the throne of God I Hand, 
See new worlds rolling from His fpacious hand. 
Where oar adventures fhall perhaps be taught. 
As we now tell how Michabl fung or fought f 
All that has being in full concert join. 
And celebrate the depths of Lo^e di^vine I 

But oh ! before this blifsful ftate, before 
Th* afpiring foul this wond'rous height can foar. 
The Judge, defoending, thunders from afar. 
And aU mankind is fummon'd to the Bar. 

This mighty fcene I next prefume to draw : 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe, 
£xpe£t not heie the known fuccefsful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts : 
Fiflion, be far away ; let no machine 
Defcending here, no fabled God, be feen ; 
Behold the God of Gods indeed defcend. 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend ! 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whofe ample fpace 
Muft entertain the whole of human race. 
At heav'n's all-pow'rful edift is prepared. 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, overflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below : 
And ev'ry age, and nation, pours along ; 
NiMROD and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam falutes his youngeft fon ; no fign. 
Of all thofe ages, which their births disjoin. 

How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ! 
What volumes have been fwell'd, what time been fpent. 
To itx a hero's birth day, or defcent ! 
What joy muft it now yield, what rapture raife. 
To fee the glorious race of ancient days ! 
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To greet thofe worthies^ who perhaps hav« flood 
lUuflrious on record before the flood ! 
Alas ! a nearer care your foal demands, 
Cjesar ttn-noted in your prefence ftands. 

How vaft the concourfe ! not in number mort 
The waves that break on the refounding ihore. 
The leaves that tremble in the ihady grove, . 
The lamps that gild the fpangled vaults above : 
Thofe overwhelming armies, whofe command 
Said to one empire, Fidli another Stand: 
Whofe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking awn 
Rous'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on : 
Great Xerxes' world in arms, proud Canna*^ field. 
Where Carthage taught vidtorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree. 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia^s hod. 
They All are here, and here they All are loll : 
Their millions fwell to be difcern'd in vain. 
Loft as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air. 
For judgment y judgment , fons of men, prepare ! 
Earth Ihakes anew ; I hear her groans profound ; 
And hell through all her trembling realms refound. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greateft pow'r of earth, 
BleU with moft equal planets at thy birth ; 
Whofe valour drew the moft fuccefsful fword. 
Moil realms united in one common lord ; 
Who, on the day of triumph, faidft. Be thine 
. The fkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine : 
Dare not to lift thine eye — rAlas ! my mufe. 
How art thou loft 1 what numbers canft thou chufc ? 

A fudden bluih inflames the waving iky. 
And now the crimfon curtains open fly ; 

Lo! 
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lol 6r wM^ Mid &r above all height. 

Where heav'n^s gre^t Sov'reign ragns in worlds pf light. 

Whence nature H^ informs, and with <me ray 

Shot from his eye, does all her works furvey. 

Creates, fiipports, confounds ! Where time, anifJace, 

Matter, and /erm, and fortune, life, and grace, 

Wsut humbly at the footftool of th#ir God> 

And move obedient at his awful nod ; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets cravrf 

%t random on this air-fufpended ball 

(Speck of creation) : if he pour one breath. 

The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 

Thence xfliiing I behold (but mortal iight 
Sufbdns not fuch a ruihing fea of light !) 
I fee, on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublimely rais'd, Hfeav'n's everlaiting Son ; 
Crown'd with that majefty, which form'd the worlds 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd^. 
Virtue, dominion, prai/e, omnipotence. 
Support the train of their triumphant prince* 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright. 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light* 
Night fliades the folenm arches of his brows. 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where-e'er fer^e, he turns propitious eyt^. 
Or we exped, or And, a paradife : 
But if refentment reddens their mild beam$. 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames* 
On one hand, knowledge fliines in purefl light ; 
On one, the fword of juftice fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in fport, prefent the reed ; 
Now teD the fcourg'd Impoflor he fliall bleed I 

Thus glorious thro' the courts of heav'n, the fource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courfe • 
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Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 

Th' angelic hoft is rang'd in bright array : 

Some touch the ftring» fome ftrike the foundbg ihdl* 

And mingling voices in rich concert fwell ; 

Voices feraphic ; bleft with fuch a ftrain. 

Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant King of Glory ! Soul of Blifs ! 
What a ftupendous turn of fate is this ! 

! whither art thou rais'd above the fcom 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born; 

A needlefs, helplefs, unaccounted, guefl^ 

And but a fecond to the fodder'd beaft ! 

How chang'd from bimy who meekly proftrate laid, 

Vouchfafd to wafh the feet himfelf had made ! 

From him who was betray'd, forfook, deny'd. 

Wept, languiih'd, pray'd, bled, thirfted, groan'd,and dy'd; 

Hung pierc'd and bare, infulted by the foe. 

All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcerned below ! 

And was't enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 

1 fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine ; 
The world is vanilh'd,— I am wholly thine. 

Miilaken Caiaphas ! Ah 1 which blafphemM; 
Thou, or thy Prisoner ? which fliall be condenm'd ? 
Well might'ft thou rend thy garments, well exclaim ; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 
But God is good ! 'Tis wond'rous all ! Ev*n He 
Thou gav'ft to death, fhame, torture, dy'd for Thee. 

Now the defcending triumph Hops its flight 
Prom earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raife 
Diflind with orient veins, and goldeh blaze. 
One fix'd on earth, and one in iea, and round 
Its ample foot the fwelling billows found. 

Thefe 
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Thefe an immeafarable arch fopport. 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the pureft (ky. 

Stream from the chryftal arch, and round the columns fly. 

Death, wrapt in chains, low at the bafis lies. 

And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron'd th* eternal Judge is plac'd> 
With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet. 
And the fun burns beneath his awful feet. 

Now an archangel eminently bright. 
From off his filver ftaiF of wond'rous height. 
Unfurls the Chriftian flag, which waving flies. 
And (huts and opens more than half the ikies : 
The Crofs fo flrong a red, it flieds a flain, 
Where-e'er it floats, on oarth, and air, and main ; 
Flufties the hill, and fcts on Are the wood. 
And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Glory ! dreadful bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty fight. 
Ah turn, unwary mufe, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the Sun ftirink in his beam) 
Bare not affirm, they wifli it all a dfeam % 
Wifli, or their fouls may with their limbs decay. 
Or God be fpoil'd of his eternal fway. 
jBut rather, if thou know'ft the means, unfold 
How they with tranfport might the fcene behold. 

Ah how ! but by Repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and fevere its own offence to find ? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceafing care* 
And all the pious violence of Pray'r ? 
Thus then, with fervency till no^^nknown* 
I call my heart before th' eternal throne, 
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In this great temple, which the ikies forround. 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 

" O Thou ! whofe balance does the mountains weighs 
*' Whofe will the wild tumultuous feas obey, 
«« Whofe breath can turn thofe wat'ry worlds to flamc^ 
** That Bame to tempeft, and that tempeft tame ; 
<* Earth's meaneft fon, all trembling, proftrate falls» 
•• And on the boundlefs of thy goodnefs calls. 

" Oh ! give the winds all pafl offence to (weep* 
•* To fcatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
•* Thy pow'r, my weaknefs, may I ever fee, 
•' And wholly dedicate my foul to Thee : 
*' Reign o'er my will ; my paffions ebb and flow 
*' At thy command, nor human motive know I 
*' If anger boil, let anger be my praife, 
** And fin the graceful indignation raife. 
"My love be warm to fuccour the dillrefs'd, 
** And lift the burden from the foul opprefs'd. 
«* Oh may my underftanding ever read 
** This glorious volume, which Thy wifdom made ! 
** Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride ? 
•' Who calls forth Summer, like a fparkling bride ? 
« Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown ? 
" And bids old Winter lay her honours down ? 
" Not the Great Ottoman, t)r Greater Czar* 
** Not Europe^ s arbitrefs of peace and war. 
« May fea and land, and earth and heav'n be join'd, 
•' To bring th' eternal Author to my mind 1 
« When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
« May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance ihake my foul I 
" When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly fhine, 
** Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine ! 

«' Thro' ev'ry fcene of life, or peace, or war, 
" Plenty, or want. Thy glory be my care I 
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** Shine we in anns ? or fing beneath our vine ? 
<' Thine is the vintage, and the conqneft Thine : 
«' Thy pleafore points the (haft> and bends the bow; 
« The clufter blafts, or bids it brightly glow : 
•« 'Tis thou that lead'ft our pow'rful armies forth, 
«• And giv'ft Great Anne Tky (ceptre o'er the north. 

« Grant I may ever, at the Moming-Ray, 
«« Open with Pray'r the confecrated day; 
« Tune Thy great praife, and bid my foul arife, 
«* And witL^he mounting fun afcend the fkies : 
«* As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
<< And glow with ardour of confummate love ; 
<* Nor ceafe at eve, but with the Setting Sun 
•* My endlefs worihip (hall be'ftill begun. 

*• And, oh ! permit the gloom of folemn night 
«« To facred thought may forcibly invite. 
*« When this world's ihut, and awful planets rife, 
** Call on our minds, and raife them to the fldes ; 
«« Compofe our fouls with a lefs dazzling fight, 
*« And (hew all nature in a milder light ; 
** How every boifterous thought in calms fubfides ! 
** How the fmooth'd fpirit into goodnefs glides ! 
" O how divine ! to tread the milky way, 
« To the bright palace of the Lord of day ; 
** His court admire, or for his favour fue, 
«< Or leagues of friendfhip with his faints renew ; 
" Pleas'd to look down, and fee the World afleep, 
*« While I long vigils to its Founder keep ! 

«' Can'ft Thou not fhake the centre ? Oh ! controul, 
«< Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul : 
*' Thou, who canft ftill the raging of the flood, 
^f Reftriaiii the various tumults of my blood ; 
i «* Teach me, with equal firmnefs, to fuftain 

<* Alluring pleafure, and aflaulting pain. 
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•* O may I pant for Thee in each deilre ! 

** And with ftrong faith foment the holy fire ! 

<* Stretch out my foul in hope, and graip the piiz^ 

** Which in Eternity's deep bofom lies ! 

^ At the Great Day of recompence behold, 

«* Devoid of fear, th^ fatal Book unfold ! 

** Theft wafted upward to the blifsful feat^ 

** From age to age, my grateful fong repeat ; 

** My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour fce^ 

** And rival angels in the praiie of Thbe.** 
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EJfe quoque in fatis remini/citttr, affhre tempus, 

^uo maret quo tellus, correptaque regia call 

Ardeat\ H mundi moles operofa lahwet. ^ Ovid. Met. 



TH £ book unfolding ; the refplendent feat 
Of faints and angels ; the tremendous fate 
Of guilty fouls ; the gloomy realms of woe ; 
And all the horrors of the world below; 
I next prefume to fmg : What yet remains 
Demands ray laft, but moft exalted drains. 
And let the Mufi or now affecl the Iky, 
Or in inglorious (hades for ever lie. 
She kindles, (he's inflam'd fo near the goal ; 
She mounts, fhe gains upon the ftarry pole ; 
The world grows lefs as Ihe purfues her flight* 
And the fun darkens to her diilant fight. 
Heav'n op'ning, all its facred pomp difplays. 
And overwhelms her with the ruihbg blaze I 
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The triumph rings I arthan^k ihout around ! 
And echoing nature lengthens out the found ! 

Ten thoufand trumpets now at once advance i 
Now deeped filence lulls the vaft expanfe : 
So deep the filence, and fo ftrong the blaft. 
As nature dy'd, when (he had groan'd her lad. 
Nor man, nor angel, moves ; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the iky : 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays> 
Which high to view fupporting feraphs raiie ; 
In folemn form the rituals are prepar'd. 
The feal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my foul, (oh fall to fudden pray'r> 
And let the thought fink deep !) (halt thou be there I 

See on the left (for by the great conmiand 
The throng divided falls on either hand ;) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obfeene. 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mien ! 
With what difbefs, and glarings of afiright. 
They (hock the heart, udd turn away the fight 1 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll> 
And tell the horrid fecrets of the (bul. 
Each gefiiure mourns, each look is black with care^ 
And ev'ry groan is loaden with defpair. 
Reader, if guilty, fpare the mufe, and find 
A truer image pidlur'd in thy mindr 

Should'il thou behold thy brother^ hxher, wife^ 
And all the foft companions of thy life, 
Whofe blended int'refb levell'd at one aim, 
Whofe mix'd defires fent up one common flame^ 
Divided far ; thy wretched Self alone 
Caft on the left, of all whom thou haft known i 
How would it wound ! What millions wouldft thou give 
For One more trisll» One more day to live ! 
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Flung back in time an liour, a moment's fpace« 
TograipwittL^gernefs the means of Grace; . 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage> 
And in that moment to redeem an age ? 
Drive back the tide, fofpend a ftorm in air, 
Arreil the Sun /—but ftill of this defpair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace 1 
Their Maker's image freih in ev'ry face ! 
What purple bloo^ my ravifh'd foul admires. 
And their eyes iparkling with immortal fires I 
Triumphant beauty ! charms that rife above 
This world, and in bleft angels kindle love ! 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they tum» 
And dare behpld th' Almighty's anger bom ; 
Its flafh fufbiQi, againll its terror rife. 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are thef^ th^ fi>nns tl^t moulder'd in the duft ? 
Oh the tranfcendent glory of tlie juft ! 
Yet fUll fome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th' infected brightnefs of their joy pollute. 

Thus the ^hafte hridegroon^ when the pricft draws nigh. 
Beholds his bleffing with a trembling eye. 
Feels dpubtful paffions throb in every vein* 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain,. 
Left ftill fome intervening chance Aould rife. 
Leap forth at once, and fioatch the golden prize 1 
Infkme hia woe, by brmging it fo late. 
And ftab him in the crifis of his &te. 

Since Adam'* Bunily, from firft to lai^ 
Now into one diftuuS^ fiirvey is caft ; 
Look round, vain-glorious mnfe, and you whoe'er 
Devote yourfelves to £une, and think her &ir ; 
Look round, and feek the lights of human rapet 
Whofe fhiningafiU /rivr's brighteft annals graoei 

Who 
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Who founded feds; crowns conqnePd, or refign'd; 
Gave names to nations ; or ^nt'd empires jdbi'd ; 
Who rais'd the vale* and laid the mountain low; 
And: taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vaft fleets* as with a mighty chain* 
Could bind the madnefs of the roaring main : 
All loi): ? all undiftinguiih'd f no where found ? 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace found ? 

Tiiat hour, on which th' Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye. 
Whether his right-hand favoured, or annoy'd* 
Continued, alter'd, threaten'd, ordcftroy'd; 
Southern or eafiem fceptre downward hurl'd* 
Gave north or weft dominion o'er the world ; 

The point of time* for which the world was built. 
For which the blood of God himfelf was fpilt. 
That dreadful moment is arrivM. 
jiloft, the feats of blifs their pomp diiplay 

Brighter than brightnefs* this diftinguifli'd day ; 

Lefs glorious* when of old th' eternal Son 

From realms of night returned with trophies won: 

Thro* heav'n's high gates* when he triumphant rode. 

And fliouting angels hail'd the Vidor God. 

Horrors* beneath, darknefs in daricnefs* hell 

Of hell* where torments behind torments dwell ; 

A furnace fonmdable* deep* and wide* 

O'er-boilkig^with a mad fulphureous tide* 

Expands its jaws* moft dreadful to furvey* 

And roars outrageous for the deftin'd prey. 

The fons of light fcarce unappall'd look dowiii» 

And nearer prefs heav'n's everlaftbg throne. 
Such is the fcene ; and one fliort moment's fpace 

Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 

Proceed who dares !-^I tremble as I write j 

l^t whole creation fwims before my fight : 

P 2 I^ 
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I fee, I fee, the Judge's frov^ning brow ; 

Say not, 'tis diftant; I behold it naw ; 

I £dnt, my tardy blood forgets to flow. 

My fool recoils at the ftapendous woe ; 

That woe, thofe pangs, which from the gaiity brealb 

In thefe, or words like thefe, fhall be expreft. 

*« Who burft the barriers of my peacefbl gravaf 
*< Ah ! cruel death, that would no longer fave, 
'* But grudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
** And call me out into the wrath of God ; 
« Where fhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chaia, 
« And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
<< Our only fong ; black fire's malignant light, I 

<« The fole refrefhment of the blafted fight. 
** Muft all thofe pow'rs, heav'n gave me to fupply 
** My foul with pleafure, and bring in my joy, 
^ Rife up in arms againft me, join the foe^ 
«* Sift/e, na/on, memory, increafe my woe ? 
<' And fhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwells 
<« Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell f 
** Oh ! muft I look with terror on my gain, 
« And with exigence only meafure fain f 
« What ! no reprieve, no leaft indulgence giv'n, 
'< No beam of hope, from any point of heav'n I , '^ 

<' Ah Mercy I Mercy ! art thou dead above ? 
« Is Love extinguifli'd in the Source of Love ? 

<' Bold that I am, did heav'n ftoop down to heU } 
« Th' expiring Lord of life my ranfom feal ? 
'« Have I not been induflrious to provoke ? 
** J^rom his embraces obftinately broke ? 
** Purfu'd, and panted for his mortal hate, 
^ Eam'd my deilru^on, labouPd out my fate f 
«' And dare I on extinguilh'd Love exclaim ? 
<* Take, take AiU vengeance, rouze the flack'ning flame i 

«Juft j 
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** Juft is my lot— but oh ! xnuft it tranfcend 

** The reach of time, defpair a diftant end ? 

** With dreadful growth flioot forward, and arife, 

^ Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies ? 

«' NEFER ! where Ms the foul at that dread founds 
^ Down an abyfs how dark, and how profound ? 
^ Down, down, (I ftill am Ming, horrid pain !) 
^ Ten thoufand thouiand fathoms flill remain ; 
** My plunge but ftill begun*-And this for fin ? 
'^ Could I offend, if I had never been, 
^ But ftiU increas'd the fenfelefs happy mafs, 
^ Flow'd in the ftream, or (hiver'd in the grafs f 

** Father of mercies ! why from filcnt earth 
^ Did'ft thou awake, and curfe me into birth } 
^ Tear me from quiet, ravifh me from night, 
<« And make a thanklefs prefent of thy light i 
•* Pulh into being a reverfe of Thee, 
^ And animate a clod with mifery ? 

** The beafb are happy ; they come forth, and keep 
^ Short watch on earth, and then lie down to fleep. 
** Pain is for man ; and oh ! how vaft a pain 
^ For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain ! 
** AnnuU'd his groans, as far as in them lay, 
^ And flung his agonies, and death, awa^l 
'< As our dire punifhment for ever flrong; . 
«* Our conflituUon too for ever young. 
«' Curs'd with returns of vigour, flill the fame 
«• Powerful to bear, and fatisfy the flame : 
'< Still to be caught, and ftill to be purfu'd ! 
«' To perifli fHll, and flill to be renew'd ! 

" And this, My Help! My God! at thy decree? 
^ Nature is chang'd, and bell fH^oxM/uccour me. 
«' And can'fl Thou then look down from perfed blifs, 
** And fee me plunging in the dark abyfs ? 

D 3 •* Calling 
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«< Calling Thee Father, in a fea of fire ? 

« Or pouring blafiphemies at Thy defire ? 

«' Witii mortals anguiih wilt Then raiTe Thy name, 

** And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ? 

<' Th(Mi» who canft tofs the planets to and fro, 
«* Contraft not Thy great vengeance to my woe ; 
^* Crufh worlds ; in hotter flames M'n angds lay ; 
'' On me Almighty wrath is cafi: away. 
^ Call back Thy thunders. Lord, hold in Thy rage* 
*' Nor with a fpcck of wretchednefs engage : 
^ Forget me quite, nor Hoop a worm to blame ; 
'* But lofe me in the greatnefs of Thy name. 
** Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
<< And fhall I make thofe glories ceaie to (hine I 
« Shall finful man grow great by his o^nce, 
^ And from its courfe turn back Omnipotence ? 

« Forbid it I and oh ! grant. Great GoJy at leaft 
•* This one, this flender, dmoft no requeft ; 
** When I have wept a thoufand lives away, 
** When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
**-T^en I have rav'd ten thoufand years in fire, 
** Ten thoufand thoufand, let me then expire.'* 

Deep anguifh ! but too late ; the hopekfs foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool. 
Though loth, and ever loud blafpheming, owns 
He's juftly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos'd with horrors, and transfix'd with pain. 
Rolling in vengeance, ftruggling with his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempefts^ to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o*er ; 
To tofs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load. 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favour'd of their Judge, in triumph move 
To Uike pofleffion of their thrones above ; 

Satan's 
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Satan's accursM deferdon to fapply. 

And fill the vacant ftations of the fkj; 

Again to kindle long-extingui(h'd ray8» 

And with.new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze | 

To crop the rofes of immortal youth. 

And drink the foantain-head c£ facred trath ; 

To fwim in feas of blifs, to ftrike the firings 

And lift the voice to their Almighty Ki n g ; 

To lofe eternity in grateful lays. 

And fill heav*n's wide circumference with praife* 

But I attempt the wond'rous height in vain^ 
And leave unfinifh'd the too lofty ftrain : 
What boldly I begin, let others end ; 
My ilrengtfa exhaufted, feinting I defcend. 
And chufe a lefs, but no ignoble, theme, 
Difiblving elements^ and worlds, in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come. 
And nature ihrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Lpud peals of thunder give die fign^ and all 
Heaven's terrors in array furronnd the ball $ 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze confymp 
And, darted downward, fet the world on fire ; 
Black rifing clouds the thicken'd JSther choke. 
And fpiry flames dart through the rolling fmoke^ 
With keen vibradons cut the fullen night. 
And ftrike the darken'd iky with dreadfiil light ; 
From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force. 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courfe, 
T' enrage the flame : It fpreads, it fbars on high. 
Swells in the ftorm, and billows through the fky : 
Here winding pyramids of fire afcend, 
Cides and defarts in one ruin blend } 
Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 
The fpadous &ce of a hi diftant realm; 
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There, undermined, down ra(h eternal hills. 
The neighb'ring vales the vaft deftru£tion fills. 

Hear'ft thou that dreadful crack ? that found which broke 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre (hook ? 
What wonders muil that groan of nature tell ? 
Oylmpus there, and mightier Atlas, fell; 
Which feem*d above the reach of fate to ftand, 
A tow'ring monument of God's right hand; 
Now duft and fmoke, whofe brow, fo lately, ipread 
O'er fhelter'd countries its diffufive fhade. 

Shew me that celebrated fpot, where all 
The various rulers of the feyer'd hall 
Have humbly fought wealth, honour, and rodre6. 
That land which heav'n feem'd diligent to blefs. 
Once caird Britannia : Can her glories end ? 
And can't furrounding feas her realms defend I 
Alas ! in flames behold furrounding feas ! 
Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel fay. Where ran proud JJia^s bound ? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where ftretch'd wafte Lybia? Where did Indiah Ihorc 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 
Each loft in each, their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all diiTolv'd, one ktry deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd. 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or fwims, or walks, or flies. 
Inhabitants of fea, or earth, or fkies ; 
All on whom Adam's wifdom fix'da name. 
All plunge, and perifli in the conqu'ring. flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the fire. 
Starve its devouring rage : the flakes afpire. 
And catch the clouds, and make the heav'ns their prey ; 
The fun, the moon, the ftars, all melt away ; 

All. 
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AH, all is loft; no monttment, no fign. 
Where once fo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
So bubbles on die foaming ftream expire. 
So fparks that fcatter from the kindling fire j 
The devaftations of One dreadful hour 
The Great Creator's Six days work devour. 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet One foul 
Has more to boaft, and far outweighs the whole ; 
Exalted in fuperior excellence, 
Cails down to nothing, fuch a vafl: expence. 
Have you not feen th' eternal mountains nod. 
An earth diflblving, a defcending God ? 
What ftrange furprizes through all nature ran ? 
For whom thefe revolutions, but for Man ? 
For him. Omnipotence new meafures takes. 
For him, through all eternity, awakes ; 
Pours on him gifb fufficient to fupply 
Heav'n's lofs, and with frefh glories fill the (ky. 

Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art; 
Pay thyfelf homage with a trembling heart; 
What angels guard, no longer dare negledi. 
Slighting thyfelf, affi-ont not God's refpeft 
Enter the facred temple of thy breaft. 
And gaze, and wander there, a ravilh'd gueft ; 
Gaze on thofe hidden treafures thou (halt find. 
Wander thro' all the glories of thy mind. 
Of perfeft knowledge, fee, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon moil exquifitely bright ! 
Here, iprings of endlefs joy are breaking forth ! 
There, buds the promife of celeftial worth I 
Worth, which muft ripen in a happier clime. 
And brighter ^»», beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, Minor^ canil not guefs thy vail eilate. 
What ilores, on foreign coafts, thy landing wait : 
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Loie not thy claim^ let Yirtu^'s path be trod ; 
Tho8 glad all keat'n, and pleafe th^t bounteous God, 
Who> to light thee to pleafure5» hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the fky : 
That fervice done> its beams fhall fade away. 
And God ihine forth in one Eternal Day. 
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THE 

FORCE of RELIGION; 

OR, 

VANQUISHED LOVE. 

BOOK L 

■ .1 ■ Ad caelum ardentia lumina fattens, 
Lumina ; nam teneras arcehant *vin€ula f almas. 



FROM lofty themes, from thoughts that foar'd on high« 
And opened wond'rous fcenes above the iky* 
My mufe defcend : Indulge my fond defire ; 
With fofter thoughts my melting foul infpire. 
And (mooih my numbers to a female's praife : 
A partial world will liflen to my lays. 
While Anna reigns, and fets a female name 
Unrival'd in the glorious lifts of fame. 

Hear, yeiair daughters of this happy land, 
Whofe radiant eyes the vanquifh'd world command^ 
Virtue is Beauty : But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 
Wheiijouth makes fuch bright objeds ftill more bright^ 
hjoA fortune fets them in the ftrongeft light ; 
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Tis all of heav'n that we below ma/ view» 
And all» but Adoratioiv is your due. 

Fam'd female virtue did this ifle adorn> 
Ere Ormondt or her glorious Queen, was bom : 
When now Mortals powerful arms prevail'd. 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition ^M, 
The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's rape, 
Ift blooming yontb adorned with Isvery grace ; 
Who gain'd a crown by treafon not her own. 
And innocently fiU'd another^s throne ; 
Hurl'd from the fummit of imperial flate^ 
With e<]iial mind fuftaim^d the fboke of fkte. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part. 
With manly reaibn fortify his heart ? 
At once (he longs,, and is afraid, to knew : 
Now fwift (he moves, and now advances flow. 
To find her lord ; and> finding, pafles by. 
Silent with fear, nor dares ihe meet his eye ; 
Left that, unalk'd, in fpeechlefs grief, diiclofe 
The mournful fecret of his inward woes. 
Thus, after ficknefs, doubtful of her face> 
'The melancholy virgin ihuns the glafs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but lo(^ feren^ 
And forrow fofbn'd by her heav'nly mien. 
She clafps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue ; 
Gentle, and fweet, as vernal Zephyr blows. 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming rofe. 

^ Gneve not, my lord ; a crown indeed is loft ; 
** What far outfliines a crown, we fkiil may boaft ; 
«' A mind con^os'd ; a mind that can difdain, 
'^ A fruitlefs forrow for a lofs fo vain* 
** Nothing is lofs that virtue can improve 
^ To wealth eternal; and retnrn above; 
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^ Above, where no dtiftindUon fliall be known 

" Twixt him whom ftorms have ihaken from sl throne^ . 

^ And him> who, haOdng in the fmiles of £ite, 

'* Shone forth in all the fplendor of the great: 

^ Nor can I find the difference here below ; 

** I lately was a Queen ; I ftill am fo, 

« While^ Guilford's Wife : Thee rather I o&f. . 

*' Than o'er mankind extend imperial fway. 

** When we lie down in fome obfcure retread 

** Incens'd Maria may her rage £>rget ; 

*' And I to death my duty will improve^ 

•* And what you mifs in empire, add in love— 

'' Your godlike foul is open'd in your look, 

•* And I have faintly your great meaning ipoke» 

«* For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 

«* To find with what content we lay it down. 

•* Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 

" Can qui^ a throne with a becoming grace.'' 

Thus fpoke the faireft of her fex, aod cheerM 
Her drooping lord ; whofe boding bc^m fear'd 
A darker doud of ills would burft, and (hed 
Severer vengeance on her guilders head : 
Too juft, alas, the terrors which he felt i 
Fori lo i a guard !— Forgive him, if he melt- 
How iharp her pangs, when fever'd from his fide^ 
The moft fincerely lov'd, and loving bride. 
In fpace confin'd, the mufe forbears to tell ; 
Deep was her anguifh, but Ihe bore it welL 
Wis pain was equal, but his virtue lefs ; 
He diought in grief there could be no exce& 
Penfive he fat, o'ercafl with gloomy care^ 
And often fondly dafp'd his abfent fair ; 
Now, filent, wander'd through his rooms of Aate, 
AM ficken'd at the pojnp^ and tvc'd his &te ; _^ 

Whidi 
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Which thus adoni'd» in All her ihining ftore» 
A fplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were C2Jk, 
And anguifh fed on his enjoyments paft ; 
Each recolle6ted pleafure made him fmart^ 
And 6v*ry tranfport ftabb'd him to the heart. 

That happy moon, which fummon'd to delight. 
That moon which ihone on his dear nuptial night# 
Which faw him fold her yet untafted charms 

(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms ; 
Now fees the tranfient blefling fleet away. 
Empire and Love ! the viiion of a day. 

Thus, in the Britip clime, a fummer-fbnn 
Will oft the finiling face of heaven deform ; 

The winds with violence at once defcend. 

Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the foreft bend ; 

A fudden winter, while the fun is near, 

O'ercomes the feafon, and inverts the year. 
But whither is the captive borne away. 

The beauteous captive, from the chearful day ? 

The icene i»changM indeed ; before her eyes 

Ill-boding looks and unknown horrors rife : 

For pomp and fplendor, for her guard and crowji, 

A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 

Black thoughts, each mom, invade the Lover*8 breaH, 

Each night, a rufEan locks the ^en to refl. * 
Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds 1 

But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 

Religion^s force divine is beft difplay'd 

In deep deferdon of all human aid : 

To fuccour in extremes, is her delight. 

And chear the heart, when terror ihikes the fight. 

We, difbelieving our own fenfes, gaze. 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can ndfe 

T<» 
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To triumph o*er misfortunes, imUe in gptf. 
And comfort thofe who come to bring relief: 
We gaze ; and as we gaze, wealth, feme, decay. 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 

Agsdnft her cares fhe rais'd a dauntlefs nund. 
And wth an ardent heart, but moft refign'd. 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the iilence of her dark retreat, 
AddrefsM her God-^< Ahnighty Pow'r Divine ! 
•» *Tis thine to raiie, and to deprefs, is Thine ; 
•« With honour to light up the name unknown* 
•« Or to put out the lulbe of a throne. 
«* In my fhort fpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
«• And though with ill frail nature will be mov*d, 
« ril bear it well : (O flrengthen me to bear 1) 
•* And if my piety may claim thy care ; 
'* If I remembered, in youth's giddy heat, 
^ And tumult of a court, a Future State ; 
*« O favour, when thy mercy I implore 
« For eug who never guilty fceptre bore I 
« *Twas I received the crown ; my lord is free ; 
•» If it muft fall, let vengeance fall on me. 
« Let him furvive, his country's naihe to raife, 
« And in a guilty land to fpeak Thy praife ! 
« O may th' indulgence oFsL/ather's love, 
«* Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 
*' Ifth/e are fafe, Pll think my pray'rs fucceed, 
« And blefs thy tender mercies, whilft I bleed.** 

'Twas now the mournful eve before that day 
In which the queen to her full wr^th gave way ; 
Thro' rigid juiHce, rufliM into offence. 
And drank in zeal the blood of innocence : 
The fun went down in clouds, and feem'd to ttiottm 
The fad ncccffity of hii return ; 
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The hollow wind, and melancholy rain. 

Or did, or was imagined to, complain : 

The tapers caft an inaufpicioas light; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night* 

Sweet innocence in chains can take her reft; 
Soft flumber gently creeping through her breaft^ 
She iinks ; and in her deep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her fleets and armies, feas and land. 
And ftretches wide her ihadow of command : 
With royal purple is her viiion hung ; 
By phantom hofts are (houts of conqueft rung ; 
Low at her feet the fuppliant rival lies ; 
Our prifoner mourns her fate, and bids her rife. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 
Glanc'd on the hills, and wefbvard cafl die (hade ; 
■ The bufy trades in city had began 
To found, and fpeak tlie painful life of man. 
In tyrants brealls the thoughts of vengeance rotize. 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his fpoufe. 
At this firft birth of light, while morning breaks^ 
Our fpoufdefs bride, our widow*d m£e, awakes ; 
Awakes, and fmiles ; nor night's impofture blames; 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 
A fhort-liv'd blaze, a lightening quickly o*cr. 
That dy'd in birth, that ihone, and were no xooxe i 
She turns her fide, and fbon refumes a fbite 
Of mind* well fuited to her alter'd fate. 
Serene, though ferious ; when dread tidings come 
(Ah wretdied Guilford !) of her infbnt doom. 
Sun, hide thy beams ; in clouds as black as night 
Thy fece involve ; be guiltlcfs of the fight ; 
Or hafte more fwiftly to the weftem main ; 
Nor let her blood the confcioos day-light fiaia ! 
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Oh ! how feverc 1 to fall fo new a bride. 
Yet blufhing from the prieft, in youthful pride ; 
When time had jofl matur'd each perfedt grace. 
And open'd all the wonders of her face 1 
To leave her Gvilford dead to all relief, 
Fbnd of his woe, and obilinate in grief. 
Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 
(Vain promis'd^bleflings) vaniih from her view | 
No train of chearful days, endearing nights. 
No fweet domedic joys, and chafte delights ; 
Pleafures that blofTom e'en from doubts and fean ; 
And blifs and rapture rifing out of cares : 
No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
Lull'd on her Icnee, or fniiling in her face ; 
Who, when her deare/t father ihall return. 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn. 
Might comfort to his filver hairs impart. 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart : 
As where fruits fall, quick^rifing bloflbms finilei 
And the blefs'd Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain thefe various reafons jointly prefs. 
To blacken death, and heighten her diftrefs ; 
She, through th' encircling terrors, darts her fight 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal fight, 
And fills her foul with peace : To weeping friends 
Utr father, and her krd, fhe recommends $ 
Unmov'd herfelf : Her foes her air furvcy. 
And rage to fee their malice thrown away. 
She foars ; now nought on earth detains her ca re ' ■ 
But Guilford ; who ftill fhiiggles for his fhare. 
Still will his form importunately rife. 
Clog and retard her tranfport to the fkies $ 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight. 
Now catch the brand with a retuming ligh^ 

E a That 



5S THE FORCE OF RELIGION; 

Thus her foul onward from the feati above* 

Falls fondly back, and kindles into love : 

At length (he conquers in the doubtful field ; 

That Heav'n (he feeks will be her Guilford's (hield. 

Now death is welcome ; his approach is (low ; 

'Tis tedious longer to exped the blow. 

Oh ! mortals, (hort of fight, who think the pait 
O'erblown misfortune (till (hall prove the lall ; 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train. 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain; 
Fear bones fear, and ills on ills attend. 
Till life and forrow meet one common end. 

Sh^ thinks that (he has nought but death to fear. 
And death is conquered. Worfe than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete ; . 
The news arrives of her great father's hte. 
She fees his hoary head, all white with age^ 
A vidim to th' offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had (he breath'd her htt^ 
Ere the dire fentence on her father paft ! 

A fonder parent nature never knew; 
And as his age increased, his fondnefs grew. 
A parent's love ne'er, better was beftow'd ; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd.. 
And can (he from all weaknefs (till refrsdn ? 
And dill the firnmefs of her foul maintam? 
ImpofQble ! a (igh will force its way ; 
One patient tear her tnartal birth betray ; 
She fighs and weeps ! but fo (he weeps and iighsj 
As (ilent dews defcend, and vapours rife. 

Celeftial Patience / how doft thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate ! 
While Pa/^n takes his part, betrays our peace ; 
To death and torture fwells each (light di(grace ; 

By 



Or, vanquished LOVE. 53 

By not oppoimgy thou doft ills defboy. 
And wear thy conquered forrows into joy. 

"Sowjbi revolves within her anxious mind. 
What woe ftill lingers in referve behind* 
Griefs rife on griefs, and (he can fee no bound. 
While nature lafts, and can receive a wound. 
The fword is drawn ; The queen to rage inclined. 
By mercy, nor by piety, confin'd. 
What mercy can the Zealoth heart aifuage, 
Whofe piety itfelf converts to rage ? 
She thought, and figh'd. And now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 
New (brrow dimmed the lufh-e of her eye. 
And on her cheek the fading rofes die. 
Alas ! fhould Guilford too-— When now fhe's brought 
To that dire view, ih^tfredfice of thought. 
While there fhe trembling Hands, nor dares look down. 
Nor can recede, till heav'n's decrees are known ; 
Cure of all ills, till now, her lord appears — 
But not to chear her heart, and dry her tears ! 
Not now, as ufual, like the riiing day. 
To chafe the ihadows, and the damps away : 
But, lik6 a gloomy ftorm, at once to fweep 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejeded was his air. 
His voice was frozen by his cold defpair ; 
Slow, like a ghoft, he mov'd with folemn pace ; 
A dying palenefs fat upon his face. 
Back (he recoil'd, (he fmote her lovely breaft. 
Her eyes the anguKh of her heart confefs'd ; 
Struck to the foul, (he (lagger'd with the wound. 
And funk» a breathlefs image, to the ground. 
Thus the fair lily, when the fky's o'ercaft. 
At firft but (hudders in the feeble blaft ; 

£ 3 But 
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But when the winds and weighty rains defcend^ 
The fair and upright fiem is forc'd to bend ; 
Till broke at length, its fnowy leaves are fhed« 
And ilrew with dying fweets their native bed* 
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Hie piitatis bonos? fie nos in fceptra reponis? Virg^ 

HE R Guilford clafps her, beautiful in death* 
And with a kifs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blafi; expire, 
A lighted taper, touch'd, reflores the fire : 
She reared her fwimming eye, and (aw the light. 
And Guilford too, or ihe had loath'd the fight : 
Hcr/atker*s death ihe bore, defpis'd her §wii. 
But now ihe muft, ihe will, have leave to groan : 
Ah ! Guilford, ihe began, and would have ipoke; 
But fobs ruih'd in, and ev'ry accent broke : 
Rea/on itTelf, as guils of paffion blew. 
Was ruffled in the tempefl, and withdrew. 
So the youth loit his image in die well. 
When tears upon the yielding fur£ice fell : 

£ 4 Tilt 
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The fcatter'd features flid into decay. 
And fpreading circles drove his face away. 

To toach the foft afFedkions, and controul 
The manly temper of the braveH foul. 
What with afflided beauty can compare. 
And drops of love diftilling from the hai ? 
It melts us down ; oar pains delight beftow ; 
And we with fondnefs languiih o'er our woe. 

This Guilford prov'd; and, with excefs of pain. 
And pleafure too, did to his bofom ilrain 
The weeping fair : Sunk deep in foft defire, 
Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd the raging fire : 
Then tore himfelf away ; and, ftanding wide. 
As fearing a relapfe of fondnefs, cryM« 
With ill-diffembled grief ; " My life, forbear ! 
<' You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear: 
** Did you not chide my grief? Reprefs your own ; 
•* Nor want compaffioh for yourfil/ alone : 
** Have you beheld, how, from the diftant msln, 
*' The thronging waves roll on, a num'ro^s train, 
<' And foam, and bellow, till they reach the ihore ; 
^* There burft their noify pride, and are no more ? 
«« Thus the fucceflive flows of human race, 
<< Chas'd by the coming, the preceding, chafe ; 
*' They found, and fwell, their haughty heads they rear; 
<< Then fall, and flatten, break, and difappear. 
" Life is a forfeit we mufl fliottly pay ; 
** And Where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
«' Why fliould you mourn my &te ? 'Tis mofl unkind ; 
*' Your own you bore with an ilnflmken mind : 
'* And which, can you imagine, was the dart 
^ That drank mqft blood, funk deepefl in my heart I 
** I cannot live without you ; and my doom 
5' i meet with joy, to fliare one common tomb.«- 

« And 
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<* And are again your tears profafely fpilt 1 

*< Oh ! then* my kindnefs blackens to my guilt ; 

** It fbib itfelfy if it recall your pdn h— 

" Life of my life, I beg you to refrain ! 

*' The load which fate impofes> you increafe ; 

^ And help Maria to defboy my peace,** 

But, oh ! againft himfelf his labour tumM ; 
The more He comforted, the more She moumM ; 
Compaiiion fwells our grief; words foft and kind 
But footh our weaknefs, and diflbive the mind : 
Her forrow flow'd in (beams ; nor Her*s alone. 
While That he blam*d, he yielded to his own. 
Where are the fmiles ihe wore, when ihe, fo late, 
Hail'd him great partner of the regal ilate ; 
When orient gems around her temples blaz'd. 
And bending nations on the glory gaz*d? 

*Tis now the Queen's command, they both retread 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ilate : 
She forms the decent mifery with joy. 

And loads with pomp the wretch fhe would deiboy. 

A fpacioiis hall is hung with black ; all light 

Shut out, and noon-day darkened into night. 

From the mid-roof a lamp depends on highj 

Like a dim crefcent in a clouded iky : 

It flieds a quiv*ring melancholy gloom. 

Which only ftiews the darknefs of the room. 

A fhining ax is on the table laid ; 

A dreadful ^ght ! and glitters through the ihade. 
In this fad fcene the lovers are coniin'd ; 

A fcene of terrors, to a guilty mind ! 

A fcene, that would have damp'd with riiing cares. 

And quite extinguiih*d, every love but theirs. 

What can they do I They fix their mournful eyes— — • 

Then <j u i l for d, thus abruptly ; << I defpife 

« Aa 
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'* An empire loft $ I fling away the crown f 

^ Numbers have laid that bright deloiion down ; 

•* But Where's the Charles, or Kioclbsiak where^ 

<« Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair I 

^ Oh I to dwell ever on thy lip I to ftand 

«« In full pofTeifioB of thy fiiowy hand ! 

« And, thro' th* nnclottdad chryftal of thine eye, * 

«< The hrav'nly treafores of thy mind to fpy I 

'< Till rapture reafon happily deiboys, 

^ And my (bul wanders through inmuHtal joys ! 

^ Give me the world, and aflc me, Where's my blifs f 

** I clafp thee to my Inreaft, and anfwer. This* 

** And (hall the grave"— He groans, and can no more; 

But all her charms in filence traces o'er ; 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought; 

And, wond'ring, fees, in fad pre/aging thought. 

From thatvfair heck, that world of beauty fall» 

And roll along the duft, a ghaftly ball ! 

Oh ! let thofe trmbU^ who are greatly bleis'd ! 
For who, but Guilford, could be thus diftrefs'df 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of flate ; 
Nor think I call, your pleafures to deibx>y. 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not ; but, fmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Bra've or Fair* 

Was ever fuch a mournful, moving, fight ? 
See, if you can, by that dull, tremblings light : 
Now they embrace ; and, mix'd with bitter woe. 
Like Ifis and her Thamis, one ftream they flow : 
Now they flart wide ; fix'd in benumbing care. 
They ftiffen into ftatues of defpair : 
Now, tenderly fevere, and fiercely kind. 
They rufh at once; they fling their cares behind. 

And 
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And clafp^ as if to death; new vows repeat; 
And, quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. 
A fliort delufion I for the raging pain 
Returns ; and their poor hearts muft bleed again. 
Mean time, the Queen new cruelty decreed; 
But« ill content that they ihould onfy bleed, 
A priefl is fent ; who, with infidious art, 
InfUlls his poifon into Sut fol k 's heart ; 
And Guilford drank it : Hanging on the brea& 
He from his childhood was with Rome pofleft» 
When now the miniHers of dea& draw nigh. 
And in her deareft lord fhe iirft mufl die. 
The fubtle prieft, who long had watch'd to find 
The moil unguarded pafies of her mind, 
jBefpoke her thus : *' Grieve not ; *tb in your pow*r 
** Your lord to refcue from diis fatal hour." 
Her bofom pants ; fhe draws her breath with pain ; 
A fudden horror thrills through every vein ; 
Life feems fufpended, on his words intent; 
And her foul trembles for the great event. 

The prieil proceeds : ** Embrace the faith of Rome, 
** And ward your own, your lord's, and father's doom.** 
Ye blefTed ipirits ! now your charge fuilain ; 
The paft was eafe ; now Jirfi fhe fufFers pain. 
Mufl fhe pronounce her father's death ? mufl fhe 
Sid GuiLFO((D bleed ?-^It muft not, cannot, be. 
It cannot be ! But 'tis the Chriftian's praife. 
Above impoflibilities to raife 
The weaknefs of our nature; and deride 
Of vain philofophy the boafled pride. 
What though our feeble finews fcarce impart 
A moment's fwiftnefs to the feather'd dart ; 
Though tainted air our vigorous yout^ can break. 
And a chill blail the hardy warrior fhake. 

Yet 
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Yet are we ftrong : Hear the loud tempeft roar 

Fiom eaft. to weft, and call us weak no more ; 

The light'ning's unrefifted force proclaims 

Our might ; and thunders ndfe our humUe names ; 

Tis mtr Jbhovah fills the heavens; as long 

As He fhall reign Almighty, We are ftrong : 

We, by devotion. Sorrow from his throne ; 

And almoft make Onmipotence our own : 

We foKC the gates of heav'n, by fervent pray'r ; 

And call forth triumph out of man^s defpair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in filence, to the fkies. 
Devoutly fad— Then, brightening, like tlje day. 
When fudden winds fwcep fcatter'd clouds away. 
Shining in majefty, till now unknown. 
And breathing life and fpirit'fcarce her own ; 
She, rifing, fpeaks : « If thefe the terms———'* 

Here, Guilford, cruel Guilford, (barb'rous man ! 
Is this thy love ?) as fwift as light'ning ran; 
O'erwhelmM her with tempeftuous forrow fraught. 
And ftifled, in its birth, the mighty thought; 
Then burfting freih into a flood of tears. 
Fierce, refolute, delirious with his fears ; 
His fears for her alone : He beat his bread. 
And thus the fervour of his foul expreft : 
" O ! let thy thought o'er our paft converfe rove, 
" And ihew one moment uninfiam'd with love I 
*< Oh I if thy kindnefs can no longer laft, 
« In pity to thyfelf, forget the paft I 
** Elfe wilt thou never, void of ftiame and fear, 
^ Pronounce JIfis doom, whom thou haft held fo dear: 
«* Thou who haft took me to thy arms, and fwore 
** Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more ; 

« That 
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** That to continue^ was its utmoft pow'r, 

«< And make the future like the prefent hour. 

** Now call a rnfiian ; bid his cruel fword 

« Lay wide the bofom of thy worthlefs lord ; 

** Tra]\sfix his heart (fince you its love difdaim}, 

^ And ftain his honour with a Traitor' 9 name. 

** This might perhaps be borne without remorfe ; 

** But fure 2i father's pangs will have their force ! 

** Shall his good age, fo near its journey's end» 

** Through cruel torment to the grave defcend? 

^ His (hallow blood all iifue at a wound, 

** Wafh a (lave's feet, and imoak upon the giound ^ 

** But he to you has ever been Severe; 

^ Then take your vengeance"— Sv f fol k now divwtiear ; 

Bending beneath the burden of his care ; 

Hb robes negle£led, and his head was btre ; 

Decrq>id winter^ in the yearly ring. 

Thus flowly creeps, to meet die blooming ipring : 

Downward he cafl a melandioly look; 

Thrice tum'd, to hide his grief; then faintly fpoke, 

** Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 

^ That ax can only rob me of sl day ; 

^ For theif my foul's deiire ! I can't refrain; 

*' And (hall my tears, my iaji tears, flow in vain f 

** When you (hall know a mother's tender name, 

^ My heart's diftrefs no longer wiH you blame." 

At this, a& hii burfting groans were heard ; 

The tears ran trickling down his filver beard : 

He fnatch'd her hand, which to his lips he prefl. 

And bid her plant a dagger in his bread; 

Then, (inking, call'd her piety unjuft. 

And foii'd his hoary temples in the duft. 

Hard»hearted men 1 will you no mercy know } 
Has the ^ueen brib'd you to diftrefs her foe I 

O weak 
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O weak deierters to misfortune's par^ 
By falfe affe£kion thus to pierce her heart ! 
When fhe had foar'd* to let yoar arrows By, 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle (ky ! 
And can her virtue^ fpringing from the ground^ 
Her flight recover, and difdain the wound. 
When cleaving love, and human intereft, bind 
The broken force of her afpiring mind ; 
As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ftrength, the ferpent wreaths his trai|i» 
Her flruggling wings entangles, curling piles 
His pois'nous tail, and ftings her as fhe Sixts 1 

While yet the blow's firfl dreadful weight^fiie feelsy 
And with its force her refolution reels ; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful found. 
To view difcove^ welt'ring on the ground. 
Three headlefs trunks, of thofe whofe Arms maintaln'd;^ 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd : 
The lifted ax afTur'd her ready doom. 
And fi|ent mourners fadden'd all the room. 
Shall I proceed; or here break off my tale ; 
Nor truths, to fbigger human faith, reveal ? 

She met this utmofl malice of her fate 
With Chriflian dignity, and pious ilate : 
The beating florm's propitious rage fhe blefl» 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breail : 
Her UrJ a.nd/atJher, for a moment's fpace. 
She fh-idly folded in her foft embrace ! 
Then thus fhe fpoke, while angels heard on high» 
And fudden gladnefs fmil'd along the iky : 

** Your over-fondnefs has not mov'd my hate; 
*< I am well pleas'd you make my death fo great ; 
•* I joy i cannot fave you ; and have giv'n 
** Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav'iu 

**If 
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« If lb the queen decrees • :— But I have caufe 
«* To hope my blood will fatisfy the laws ; 
♦* And there is mercy ftill, for you, in ftorc : 
** With me the bitternefs of death is o'er. 
** He fhot his fling in that farewell-embrace ; 
^' And all, that is to come, is joy and peace* 
•* Then let miftaken forrow be fupprefl^ 
« Nor feem to envy my approaching refl:.'* 
Then, turning to the minifters of fate. 
She, fmiling, fays, ** My viftory complete : 
•* And tell your ^en, 1 thank her for the blow, 
*» And grieve my gratitude I cannot (how : 
** A poor return I leave in England*^ crown^ 
** For everlafting pleafure, and renown : 
** Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 
•» Her guilt,— the only vengeance in her powV." 

t^otRome, untouch'd with forrow, heard her fate; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 



* Here Ihe embraces them. 
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THESE Sadres have been favourably received 
at home and abroad. I am not conicious of 
tlie lead malevolence to any particular peribn through 
all the chara£ter& ; though ibme perfons may be fa 
felfiih, as to engrofs a general application to them- 
{elves, A writer in polite letters ihould be content 
with reputation ; the private amufement he finds in 
his compofitions ; the good influence they have on 
his feverer iludies ; that admiffion they give him to 
his fuperiors ; and the pofTible good effe&, they may 
have on the public; or elfe he fhould join tp his 
politenefs fome more lucrative quali£pitioiu 

But it is poffible* that Satire may not do much 
good : Men may rife in their affedUons to their 
follies, as they do to thdr friends, when they are 
abufed by others : It is much to ^ /earfd, that mif- 
conduct will never be chafed out of the world by 
Satire ; all therefore that is to be fyid for it» is, that 
mifcondud will certainly be never chafed out of the 
world by' Satire, if no Satires are written: Nor is 
F z that 
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that tenn unapplicable to graver compoiitions. Etbicff 
Heathen and Chriiliant and the Scriptures them- 
felves, are, in a great meafure, a Satire on the weak- 
nefs and iniquity of men; and fome part of that 
Satire is in verfe too : Nay, in the firil Ages, Philo- 
fophy and Poetry were the fame thing ; wifdom wore 
no other drefs: So that« I hope, theie Satires will 
be the more eafily pardoned that misfortune by the 
fevere. Nay, Hiftwrians themfelves may be conii« 
dered as Satirifts, and Satiriils moft fevere; iince 
fuch are moft human adions^ that to relate^ is to ex" 
fofe tbem« 

No man can converfe much in the world, but> at 
what he meets with, he muil either be infenfible, or 
grieve, or be angry, or fmile. Some paflion (if we 
are not impaflive) muft be moved ; for the general 
condudt of mankind is by no means a thing indifferent 
to a reafonable and virtuous man. Now to fmile at 
it, and turn it into ridicule, I think moil eligible ; 
as it hurts ourfelves leaft, and gives vice and folly 
the greateft offence : And that for this reafon ; be- 
caufe what men aim at by them, is^ generally, pub- 
lic opinion sgid eileem; which truth is the fubjeft 
of the following Satires ; and joins them together, as 
feveral branches from the fame root : An unity of 
deiign, which has not, I think, in a fet of fatires» 
t)een attempted before. 

Laughing 
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Laughing at the miicondaf^ of the world, wHl, in a 
great meafurey eafe us of any more difagreeable 
paffion about it. One paflion is more effedually 
driven out by another, than by reafon; whatever 
fome may teach :. For to reafon we owe our paffions :. 
Had we not reafon, we ihould not be offended at 
what we find amifs : And the Cau/e feems not to be 
the natural cure of any Effe^. 

Moreover, Laughing Satire bids the faireft for fuc* 
cefs ; The world is too proud to be fond of a ferious 
tutor; and when an Author is in a paffion, the 
]augh, generally, as in converfation, turns againfl 
him*. This kind of Satire only has any delicacy in 
it. Of this delicacy Horace is the beft mafter : He 
appears in good humour while he cenfures; and. 
therefore his cenfure has the more weight, as fup- 
pofed to proceed from judgment, not from paffion. 
Juvenal is ever in a pailion : He has little valuable 
but his eloquence and morality : The laft of which I 
have had in my eye; but rather for emulation, than 
imitation, through, my whole work. 

But though I comparatively condemn Jwuenal, in 
part of the iixth Satire (where the occafion moft re- 
quired it), I endeavoured to touch on his manner; 
but was forced to quit it foon, as difagreeable to the 
writer, and reader too. BoiUau has joined h(*th the 
Rman Satirifts with great fucceis; but has too much 
F s of 
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of Jwvtnal in his very feiiou Sadre on Woman^ 
whkh flionld have been the gayeft of all« . An excd-^ 
lent critic of our own commends Bcikaa's dofenefst 
or» as he calls it, Prifitefi, particularly ; whereas, it 
appears to me, that repetition is his £iult, if any 
&ult fhould be imputed to him. 

There are fome profe Satyrifts of the greatefl: deli^ 
cacy and wit ; the laft of which can never, or fhould 
never, fucceed without the former. An Author with' 
out it, betrays too great a contempt for mankind^ 
ftnd opinion of himlelf ; which are bad advocates for 
reputation and fuccefs. What a difference is there 
between the Merit, if not the ^i>, of Cervantes and 
tiaheUdif The laft has a particular art of throwing 
. % great deal of genius and learning into frolic and 
jeft; but the genius and the fcholar is all you can 
adnure ; 3rou want the gentleman to converfe with in 
lum : he is like a criminal who receives his life for 
Ibme fervices ; you commend, but you pardon too. 
Indecency offends our pride, as men ; and our un* 
affcAed taffe^ as Judges of compoiition : Nature has 
wifely formed us with an averiion to it ; and he that 
fucceeds in fpite of it, is, • dliena venia, qtuan fuet 
frrtndentia tutkr. 

Such wits, like fidfe orades of dd (which were 
wits and cheats), fhonld fet up for reputation among 

• Val. Max. 

• the 
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A e weak, in fome Begotia, which was the land 6i 6ra« 
cles ; for the njui/e will hold them in contempt. Some 
wits, too, like oracles, deal in ambiguities ^^ but not, 
with equal fuccefs : For though ambiguities are the 
Jirft excellence of an impoftor> they are the /^ of ft 
wit. 

Some fadrical wits and homourifts, like their father 
Luciau, laugh at every thing indifcrinunately ; which 
betrays fach a poverty of wit, as cannot afibrd to 
part with any thing ; and fudi a want of virtue, as to 
poftpone it to' a jeft* Such writers encourage vice 
and folly, which they pretend to combat, by fetting 
them on an equal foot with better things : And while 
they labour to bring every thing into contempt, how 
<am they exped their own parts fhould efcape ? Some 
French writers pardcolarly, are guilty of this in mat* 
ters of tiie laft confequence ; and ibme of our- own. 
They that are for lefiening the true digmty of man* 
kind, are not fore of being fuccefsful, but with 
_ regard to we indi'vidud in it. It is this condttd that 
jttftly makes a Witz. term of reproach* 

Which puts me in nund ofPlauh fable of the birth 
of Linje ; one of the pretdeft fables of all antiquity ; 
which will hold likewife with regard to modem 
JPoetry. Love, fays he, is the (on of the goddefs 
Poverty, and the god of Riches : He has horn his 
father his daring genius ; his elevation of thought ; 
. . F 4 his 
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his balldlng caftles in the air ; his prodigality ; hi^ 
negled of things ferious and ttfefiil ; his vsun opinion 
of his own merit ; and his affedation cf preference 
and diftindion : From his mother he inherits his indi- 
gence, which makes him a conibint beggar of favours; 
that importunity with which he begs ; his flattery ; his 
fervility ; his fear of being defpifed, which is infepa- 
rable from him. This addition may be made ; ntix. 
That Poetry, like Ijyve, is a little fubjed to hlindnefr, 
which makes her mifbike her way to preferments and 
honours ; chat (he has her fatirical quiver; and» laftly, 
that (he retains a dutiful admiration of htr father^ & 
family ; but divides her favours, and generally lives 
with her mother* % relations. 

However, tliis is not nec^ty, but choice: Were 
Wifdom her governefs, fhe might have much more of 
the father than the mother ; efpecially in fuch an age 
as this, which fhews a due pailion for her charms. 
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SATIRE I. 



TO HIS GRACE 



THE DUKE OF DORSET. 



— 7i»/a mafcr F€ana Jkis 4fi, putm 
Virtutis, Juv. Sat, lo. 
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MY verfe is Satire ; Dorset^ lend your ear^ 
And patronize a mufe you cannot y^iir. 
To poets facred is a Dorset's name : 
Their wonted pafl!port through the gates of Bune: 
It brihet the partial reader into praife^ 
And throws a glory round the fhelter'd lays : 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee» 
And gives applaufe to B ■ e, or to me. 
But you dedine the miftrefs we purTue ; 
Others are fond of Fa$nei but Fame of you. 
Infbudtive Satire^ true to rirtue's caufe I 
Thou fliiningyi///«w«i/ of public hvws ! 
WYktXi flatter* il crimes of a licentious age 
Eeproach our filence> and demand our rage ; 

When 
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When purchased feUiest from each diftant land. 
Like arts, improve in Britain's fkilfal hand ; 
When the Law fhews her teeth, bat dares not bite. 
And Zouth'fea treafares are not broaght to light ; 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claffics quit. 
Polite apoftates from God's Graa to Wit ; 
When men grow great from their revenue ^ent^ 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 
When dying finnere, to blot out their icore. 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a, <whore ; 
To t:hafe our fpleen, when themes like thefe increafe. 
Shall Panegyric reign> and Qenfure ceafe ? 

Shall Foefy^ like LoFWt turn wrong to right. 
And dedications waih an jEthiof white. 
Set up each fenfelefs wretch for nature's boaf(. 
On whom praife fhines, as trophies^ on a pofi T 
Shall fun'ral eloquence her colours fpread. 
And fcatter rofes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors fmile on fuch illuftrious days. 
And fatirife with nothing-^but their praife f 

Why numbers PbPE, \ndio leads the tuneful train. 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorset, Dhyden, Rochester, are dea4# 
And guild's chief foe, in Ad d isom, is fied ; 
Conor EVE, who, crown'd with laurels, fairly won. 
Sits (miling at the goal, while others run. 
He will not write; and (more provoking fHll !) 
Ye gods I he willnot write, and Mavivs will. 

Doubly diftreil, what author (hall we find ' 
Difcreetly daring, and feverely kind, . 
The courtly * Romanes fhining path to tread. 
And fharplyy^/Zp prevailing folly dead ? 

* Horace. 

Will 
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Will no (uperior genias fnatch the quill. 
And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 
Tho* vain the ftrife, I'll ftrive my voice to raife 
What will not men attempt for /acred prai/g ? 

The Love ofPraiJe, howe'cr conceaPd by art^ 
Reigns, more or lefs, and glows, in ev'ry heart t 
The frotulf to gain it, toils on tmls endure ; 
The moiie^ ihun it, bat to make it fore. 
O'er globei, and Iceptres, now on thrones it (wells; 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells : 
*Tis Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads. 
Harangues in Senates, fqueaks in Mafquerades. 
Here, to 5— ^'s humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder, aims at P-^y^s eloquence. 
It aids the dancer* % heel, the fwriter*^ head. 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead $ 
Nor ends with life ; but nods in fable plumes^ 
Adorns our hearfe, and flatters on our tombs* 

What it not proud? The pintp is proud to ^ 
So many like himfelf in high degree : 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peevifh virtue, and the marriage-bed; 
And the brib'd cuckold, Uke crown'd vidims born 
To (laughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come b^ck much more guilty than they went : 
One way they look, another way xhty fleer. 
Pray X» the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
And when their (ins they fet (incerely down. 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 

Others with wKhfnl eyes on gkry look. 
When they have got their pi&ure tow'rds a book; 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy (ign. 
Meant to betray dull fots to wretched wine. 

If 
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If at his title 7^—— had dropt his quill, 

y ■ might have pafs'd for a great genius ftill* 

But T '~' ■ alas 1 (excufe him, if you can) 

Is now z/cribbUr, who was once a maH. 

Imperious fome a ^l^cfame demand. 

For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 

A waggon-load of meanings for one word. 

While A*% deposed, and B with pomp r$ftor*d. 
Some, for renown^ on fcraps of learning doat. 

And think they grow immortal as they quote. 

To patch-work leam'd quotations are aljy'd ; 

Bo(h drive to make our poverty our pride* 

On gldfs how witty is a noble peer 1 
, Did ever diamond coH a man fo dear ? 
Polite difeafes make fome idiots vain 

Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 
Of folly, vice, difeafe, men proud we fee ; 

And (ftranger flill ! ) of blockheads* flattery ; 

Whofe praife defames ; as if a fool fhould mean^ 
By fpitting on your face, to make it dean. 

Nor is't enough all hearts are fwoln with pride. 
Her po^er is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can (he not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonsus his Creator blame: 
Empedocles hurl'd down the- burning ileep : 
And ((hionger ftill !)-made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a fecond bed, 
Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months been dead. 

This paflion with a pimple have I feen 
Retard a caufe, an^ give a judge the fpleen. 
By this infpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot 1) 
Some lor!ds have learn'd to /pelly and fome to knot* 
It makes Globose a fpeaker in the houfe ; 
He hems, and is delivered of his moufe. 

It 



Sat I. THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 77 

It makes dear /elf on well-bred tongues prevail. 
And / the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Love ofFame, what throngs ponr VB^ 
Unpeople court, and leave ^t/enate thin ! 
My growing fubjedl feems but juft begun. 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 

Aid me, great Homer. ! with thy epic xxHies, 
To take a catalogue of Britijh fools. 
Satire! had I thy Dorset's force divine, 
A knave or fool ihould periih in each line ; 
Tho' for the firft all Weftminfier ihould plead. 
And for the lail, all Grejham intercede. 

Begin. Who firft the catalogue fhall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheft place. 
My lord comes forward ; fprward let him come ! 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril, give him room : 
He ftands ior fame on his forefathers' feet. 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or difcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three de/cents lefs wife 1 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave. 
You bid him raife his fathers from the grave. 
Men fhould prefs forward in fame's glorious chace ; 
Nobles look back^tjoard, and (6 lofe the race. 

Let high birth triumph ! What can be more great? 
Nothing — but merit in a low eftate. 
To virtue's humbleft fon let none prefer 
Vice, though defcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like/^«r^/, pafs for high, or bafe. 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 
Titles are marks oi honeft men, and 'wifei 
The fool, or knave, that wears a title, lyes. 

They that on glorious anceftors enlarge, 
Produce their debt^ inflead of their difcharge. 

D0R51T9 
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I>ORsiT> let thofe who proudly boaft their line. 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, (hine. 

Vaia as falfe greatneis is, the mafe muft own 
We want not fools to buy that Brifiel fbne; 
Mean ions of earth, who, 4m a Soutb-Jea tide 
Of full fvccefs, fwarm into wealth and fridt ; 
Knock with.a purie of gold at Anstis' gat^ 
And beg to be defcended from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur foar. 
They light a torch to ihew their (hame the more* 
Thofe governments which curi not evils, cttu/kf 
And a rich knave's a IsM on our la^s. 

Bel v& with {d&d glory w31 be crown'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty found ;- 
Bat huiliis himfelf a name ; and, to be great;. 
Sinks in a quarry an immenfe eftate \ 
In coft and grandeur, C ■ ■ d os he'll out-do ; 
And, B'^U^ton, thy tafte is not fo true. 
The pile is finiih'd ; ev'ry toil is paft ; 
And fun perfedion is arriv'd at laft ; 
When, lo I my lord to fome fmaU comer runs. 
And leaves ftate*rooms to ftrangers and to duns. 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay. 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain, what is many a lordly feat. 
But a difcharge in full for an eftate I 

In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion's fame ; 
Not domes, but antique llatues, are his flame : 
Not f— /— «'s felf more Parian charms has known ; 
Nor is good P « h«" h more in love with ftone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men prophanely bold 1) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
«« No, firs," he cries ; « I'll fooner rot in jail ; 
« Shall Gr$ciwi arts be truck'd for Englifi bail V^ 

Such 
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Such kiods might make their very it^o^s laugh : 
His daughter ftarves; but * Cleopatra's fafe* 

Men, overloaded with a large eflate. 
May fpill their treafure in a nice conceit: 
The rich may be polite ; but, oh ! 'tis fad 
To fay you're curious, when we fwear you're nuuL 
By your revenue meafure your expence ; 
And to yom fumb and acres join your Jhfem 
No man is blefs'd by accident or gue/s\ 
True wifilom is the price of bapfinejs : 
Yet few without long difcipline are fage; 
And OMiyeutb only lays up %hs for age. 
But how, my mufe, canft thou refift fo long 
The bright temptation of the Courtly throng* 
Thy mof): inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ;— <-it abounds in lords. 
<« What lords are thofe faluting with a grin?'* 
One is juft out, and one as lately in. 
^< How comes k then to pafs we fee prefide 
<* On both their brows an equal (hare of pride f *• 
Pride, that impartial paffion, reigns through alU 
Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall. 
As in its home it triumphs in high places 
And frowns a haughty exile in difgrace* 
Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white. 
Which bloom, like Aahon's, to their ravifh'd fight 3 
Some lords it bids rejign ; and turn their wands» 
Like MosBs', into ferpents in their hands. 
Thefe fink, as divers, for reno#n ; and boail^ 
With pride inverted, of their honours loft. 
But againft reafon fure 'tis equal fin. 
To boaft of merely being out, or /«,. 

^ A famous ilatue* 

What 
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What numbers beris throagh odd amUtion ftiivo 
To fcem the moft tranfportcd things alive I 
As if byyVy, defert was undcrftood ; 
And all die fortunate were ^fi zxiAgooJ* 
Hence achmg bofoms wear a vifage gay. 
And ftifled groans freqaent the ball and play. 
Completely dreft by • Montbuil, and grimace. 
They take their birth-day fuit, znd public face : 
Their fmiles are only part of what they ivear, 
Fut off at night, with lady ^— -'s hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half ib bad ? 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 

What numbers, bere, would into fame advance;, 
Confcious of merit, in the coxcomb's dance ; 
The tavern ! park ! aflembly ! maik ! and play ! 
Thofe dear deftioyers of the tedious day I 
That wheel of fops ! that faunter of the town I 
Call it diver/ton, and the //// goes down* 
Fools grin on fools, and,y?tfjitf-Kke, fopport, / 

Without one figh, the plea/ures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the tvije and good. 
But fcorn of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High ftations tumuk, but not bli/s, create : 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great : 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a fting. 
Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and fhow ; 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. i 

Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind ferene. 
And guiltlefs heart, to range the fylvan fcene ; 
No fplendid poverty, no fmiling care. 
No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur, tbere : 



.* ▲ famous Taylor. 



There 
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There pleaiing objedb ufefid thoughts fuggeft; 
They^ is ravifh'd, and the>«/ is bleft ; . 
On every thorn delightful wifdom grows ; 
In every rill a fweet inibiidion flows. 
But fome^ untaught, o'erhear the whiipVing nl(^ 
In fpite of iacred leifure, blockheads ftill ; 
Nor fhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foiU the dranving-room. 

The Squire is proud to fee his courfers ftrain. 
Or well-breath'd beagles fweep along the plain. 
Say» dear Hippolitus (whofe drink is ale> 
Whofe erudition is a Chriftmas-tdlQ, 
Whofe miflrefs is fainted with a fmack. 
And friend received with thumps upon the back) 
When thy fleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound. 
And RiNGwooD opens on the tainted ground. 
Is that t^ praife ? Let Ring wood's fame alone i 
Juft Ring WOOD leaves each animal his own; 
Nor envies, when a gypfy j'ff« commit. 
And ihake the clumfy bench with country wit ; 
When yott the duUcft of dull things have faid. 
And then aik pardon for thejejf you made. 

Here breathe, my mufe I and then thy talk renew : . 
Ten thoufand fools unfung are flill in view. 
Fewer lay-atheifts made by church debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eilates ; 
Ladies, whofe love is conftant as the wind ; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords, to Scr — pe difcreetly bend; 
And fewer Jhoch a ftatefman gives \\\s friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the town in ^winter with his ftrain. 
At Bath, mfummer, chants the reigning lafs. 
And fweetly <whiftles, as the waters pafs ? 

VoL.L ^ G U 
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Is there a tongoe^ like Delia's o'er her ci^. 
That runs for ages without winding up ? 
Is there, whom his 4tn^ BfU mounts to fame ? 
Such, and fuch only, might cxhauft my theme : 
Nor would thefe heroes of die ta& be glad ; 
For who can ^tpriH fo faft as men run madf 
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satire; il 



My mufe, proceed, and reach thy deftin*d end ; 
Though toils and /langer the bold talk attend. 
Heroes and Gods make other poems Hne ; 
Plain Satire calls iovfen/e in every line : 
Then, to what (warms thy faults I dare expofe ! 
All friends to *vi€e 2itA folly are thy foes. 
^WYitxi/ucb the foe, a war eternal wage ; 
*Tls moft ill-nature to reprefs thy rage : 
And if thefe ftrains fomc nobler muffe excite, 
I'll glory in the verfe I did not write. 

So weak are human kind by nature made. 
Or to fuch weaknefs by their vice betray'd. 
Almighty <vanity! to thee they owe 
Their xeft of pleafure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the fun, all colours doft contjun. 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
For every foul finds reafons to be proud, 
Tho' hifs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

G 2 Warm 
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Warm in parfuit of foxes, and renown, 
* HiPPOLiTus demands xk^Jfhuan crown; 
Biit Florio's fame, the prododl of a fhower. 
Grows in his garden, an illuftrioos flower ! 
Why teems the earth ? Why melt the vernal (kics ? 
Why (hines the fun ? To make f P^ Diack rife. - 
From morn to night has Florio gazing flood. 
And wonder'd how the gods could be fo good ; 
What ihape ! What hue ! Was ever nymph fo fair ! 
He doats I he dies ! he too is rooted there. 
O folid biifs ! which nothing can deflroy. 
Except a cat,<^bird, fnail, or idle boy. * 
In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night. 
And wakes next day a moft inglorious wight ; 
The tulip's dead ! See thy fair fitter's fate, 
O C— — ! and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are thofe enemies I mention'd, all; 
Beware, O Florift, thy ambition's ^I. 
A friend of inine indulg'd this noble flame ; 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name ; 
To one lov'd tulip oft the mafler went. 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture fpent ; 
But came, and mifl it, one ill-fated hour : 
He rag'd ! he roar'd ! " What d^tmon cropt my flow'r ?" 
Serene, quoth Adam, " Lo ! 'twas crufht by me; 
** JFaH'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dft thy knee." 

But all men want amufinunt ; and what crime 
In fuch a paradife to fool their time ? 
None : but why proud of this ? To fame they fpar ; 
We grant thefre idle, if they'll aik no more. 

We fmile at Florifls, we defpife their joy. 
And think their hearts enampur'd of a toy : 



• This refers to the firft Satire. 
\ The name of a tulip. 
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Bat are tho(e wifer whom we moll admire. 

Survey with envy, and purfue with fire ? 

What's he who fighs for wealth, or ^ame, or pow'r ? 

Another F lor 10 doatblg on a flower; 

A fhort-liv'd flower ; and which has often fprmig 

From fordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy /mit ? 
The/invV of learning, and the hloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy fliehres with crimibn bindings glow. 
And Epictetvs is a perfedl beau. 
How fit for thee ! bound up in crimfbn too> 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ! 
Thy books 2se furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That fdence (hould be purchas'd by the yard ; 
And T— N, turn'd upholfterer, fend home 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to fome peculiar end defign'd. 
Study's the fpecious trifling of tlie mind ; 
Or is at bell a fecondary aim, 
A chace for fport alone, and not for garni. 
If fb, fare they whp the mere 'volume prize. 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies^ 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent. 
But found at length that it reduc'd his rent ; 
His farms.were flown ; when, lo ! a fale comes on, 
A choice coUedion ! what is to be done ? 
He fells his lafti for he the whole will buy ; 
Sells ev'n his houfe \ nay, wants whereon to lie : 
So high the gen'rous ardour of the man 
For Romans^ Greeks, and Orientals ran. 
When terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerk^ 
Lorenzo fign'd the bargain—with his mark^ 
Unlearned men of books afliime the care. 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair« 

G 3 Not 
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Not in bis antkors' UnftrUi alone 
Is Cod r us* erudite ambition (boivn : 
Editions various, at high prices boaght^ 
Inform the world what Codevs would be thought •% 
And to this coft andther mail fucceed 
To pay a fage^ whoy^/ that he can readi 
Who titles knows, and indexes has feen ; 
But leaves to — — what lies between ; 
Of pompous books who fhuns die proud expence» 
And humbly is contented with their >^^. 

O — — > whofe accomplifhments make good 
The promife of a long-illuftrious bloody 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd« 
The ftrideft honour ! and the iineft tafte! 
Accept this verfe ; if Satire can agree 
With fo confummate an humanity. 

By your example would Hilarxo me|id» 
How would it grace the talents of my friend. 
Who, with the charms of his own genius finiu 
Conceives all virtues are compriz*d in wit ! 
But time his fervent petulance xsAy cool ; 
For though he is a w/>, he is nofooL 
In time he'll learn to ufe, not ^aftet his fenfe ; 
Nor make ?l frailty of an excellence* 
He fpares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to mind. 
Like doon^S'day^ all the faults of all mankind. 

What though ovi/ tickles \ tickling is unfafe» 
If ilill 'tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of hAngfmart, 
Would leave a fling within a brother's heart ? 

Parts may be prais'd, good-nature is ador'd ; 
Then draw your mfit as feldc«i as ywaftmrdi 
And never on the <weak ; or you'll appeal: 
As there no hero, no great genius hm^ 

As 
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As in finooth bii the razor belb is whet» 
So wit is hyf^Utm^s fharpeft fet : 
Their want of edge horn their ojffhtc^ is ieea $ 
Both pain qs ka/i when cxipufitely keen. 
ThQ/ame men give is for the^'^ they find; 
Duli is xktjeftir, when the joke's mri/zu/. 

Since Marcus, doabtle&> thinks himfclf a wit» 
To pay my compliment, what place fo fit ? 
His moft facetioits * letters came to hand. 
Which my Firft Satire iweetly reprimand: > 
If that zjuft oien^ to Marcvs gave. 
Say, MAacus, which art thou, a jTm/, or Knauef 
For all bat fuck witk caution I forbore $ 
That thoa waft either, i ne'er knew before : 
I know thee now, both <whmt thou art, and t»k» ; 
No maik fo good, bat Marcvs mail fhine through ; 
Falfe names are vain, thy lines their aaithor tett; 
Thy beft concealment had been writing <Bcvi7^ 
But thou a brave negled Qifatu haft fhown,. 
QiothtTi^ fame, great gemus ! and thy vwtu 
Wrke on unheeded; and this maxim kn<lw» 
The man who pardons, dtfappokut his §ot* 

In malice to proud <mts, fome proudly lidl 
^harfeevij? reafon ; tfsun of being didl ; 
When fome home joke has ftung their yM»gnii fottb> 
In vengeance diey detemlne to he/oolj ; 
Through fpleen, xhtAiittk nacitre giwe, mak« iefi. 
Quite zealous in the way of hoaminrfi % 
To lumfs inanimate a fondnefs take ; 
And difittkerk fons that are trwakom 
Thefe, whea their nianiA venom they would ipit» 
. Moft barbarouily tell you^-^ Ws a nmt.** 

f Lett^s fent to the author, figned Marc u %% 

G 4 Poor 
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Poor negrctSf thus, to fliew thdr buming fpite 
To cacodemons, fay, they're dtv^Ufi} luhitt* 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaft, 
Zigbi o'er one child ; but triumphs in the reft. 
How jttft his grief! one carries in has head 
A lefs proportion of the Other's lead ; 
And is iii danger, without fpecial grace. 
To rife above a juitice of the peace. 
The dungbill-bntd of men a dummd fcotn. 
And feel a paflion for z.gf4ttn of corn ; 
Some ftupid, plodding, moneyJoving wight. 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white. 
Who with much pains, exerting aU his fenfe. 
Can range aright his (hillings, pounds, and pence* 

The booby fiui^r craves a booby fon ; 
And by Heav Vs Effing thinks himfelf unJmu* 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea; 
One learns to l^ ; another, not to fee : 
Mifs D , tottering, catches at your hand : 

Was ever thing fo pretty bom to ftand ? 
Whilfl thefe, w)iat nature gave, difown, through pride. 
Others afied what nature has deny'd ; 
What nature Hie deny'd, fools will purfue. 
As apes are ever walking upon t^wo, 

C&Assos, 9kgr4Urftd fage, our awe and fport I 
Supports grave forms ; for forms the fage fupport. 
He hemsj and cries, with an important air, 
** If yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair :" 
Then quotes the Stagyrite, to prove it true; 
And adds, ** The leam'd delight in fomething «^u;." 
Is't not enough the Uockhead fcarce can read. 
But mull he <wifdj. look, and grsfmdy pkad ? 
As far zformaliji from wifii^m^U, 
In judging eyes, as Ubertms from av///« 

Thefc 
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Th^fe fttbde wights (fo blind are mortal inen» 
Thoagh Satire €$uch them with her keeneil pen) 
For ever will hang out a folemn face^ 
To put gS nqnfenfe with a better grace : 
As pedlars with fome hero's head make bold, 
lUuftriotts mark ! where pins are to be ibld« 
What's the; l>ent brow, or neck in thought reclia'd ? 
The bodfs wifdom to conceal the mind. 
A man of fenfe tan artifice difdain ; 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain ; 
And be this druth eternal ne'er forgot, 
Solemnity's a cover for a. Jot. 
I find t^e/ooi» when I behold thcjh^een ; 
For 'tis the wife man's intereft to be feen. 

Hence^ ■ , that opennefs of heart. 

And juft difdain for that poor mimit art ; 
Hence (manly praife !)«hat manner nobly free. 
Which all admire, 'and I commend, in thee. 

With generous fcorn how oft haft thou furvey*d 
Of court and to^jon the noontide maiquerade ; 
Where fwarms of hutves the vizor quite difgrace. 
And hide fecure behind a naked face f 
Where nature's end of language is dedinM, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind ; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greateft hazard nm, , 

And he who trulls a hrothery is undone ? 

Thefe all their care expend on ontw^ ihwv 
For wealth and fame ; for fame alone, the hem* 
Of late at White's was young Florello fcen ! 
How blank his look ! how difcompos'd his mien ! 
So hard it proves in grief fincere to feign ! 
Sunk were his ipirits ; for his coat vfZA plain. 

Next day his breaft regain'd its wonted peace ; 
His health was mended with 2^filver lace. 

Actttious 
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A carious ardfl« long inar'd to uhIs 

Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils. 

Whether by chance* or by feme god inipir'd. 

So toach'd his cttrls, his mighty UhA was fir'd. 

The well-(woln ties an equal homage chum. 

And either (houlder has its ihare of fame ; 

His fomptiioas ivatch-cafi, tho' concealed it lies. 

Like a good confciemgf ibtid joy fupplies. 

He only thinks himfelf (fo hx from vain !) 

St— ^PB in wit, in breeding D^l— £• 

Whenever, hy feeming chance, he throws Us eye 

On mirrors rfiat reflcft his Tyrian dye. 

With how fublime a tranfport leaps his heart ! 

But fate ordains that deareft friends muft part. 

In adive meafures, brought from France^ he wheels^ 

And triumphs, confdous of his learned heels* 

So have I ieen, on fome bright Summer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay. 
Dance on the bank, as if in^r'd by fame. 
Fond of atit pretty feUow in the ftream. 

Mo ROSE is funk with (harne* whene'er forpris'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undifguis'd. 
No fublunary chance his veflments fear ; 
Valu'd, like leopards, as their ^y^i appear. 
A fam'd furtout he wears, which omce was blue. 
And his foot fwims in a capacious (hoe ; 
One day his wife (fer who can wives reclaim ?) 
Levelled her barb'rous nee^lU at his fame : 
But open force was vain; by night Ihe went. 
And, while he (lept, furpris'd the darling tent : 
Where yawnM the frieze is now beoHne a dotibt ; 
^nd glory, at ont entrakft, quite Jhut eut*m 

• MiLToir, 

He 
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HeicoTn$ Ft.OEEi.LOy andPLOEBLbafciafti 
This hates ^t filthy creature ; that, t}ie prim 2 
Thus, in ^fidi other, both thele fools d^fpift 
Their own dear iclvfis* with luuiaibsniiag; eyec ; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim ; 
The^(7«ivff and i^tf opting are the fame. 

Ye whigs and tories 1 thus it fares with yoiv 
When party-rage too warmly you purfue ; 
Then both club nonfenfe, and impetuous pride^ 
KvA folly ^ins whom /entiments divide. 
You vent your fpleen, as monkeys, when they paf^ 
Scratch at the mimic moskey in the glafs ; 
While both are one^ and henceforth be it known, 
JFools of both fides fhall iftand for &ols alone« 

'^ But who art Thou ?^' methinks Florello ciies; 
*' Of all thy fpecies art Thou only wife P" 
Since fmalleft things can give our iins a twitd^ 
As crofGng draws retard a palling witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ihdt be; 
111 conjure thus fome profit out of tbee^ 
O THOU myfelf ! abroad our counfels roam. 
And, like ill hufbands, take no care at home : 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart. 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wife means to gain it haft thou chofe ? 
Know,y2MM 9xA fortune both are made of profe. 
Is thy ambition iweating for a rhyme^ 
Thou unambitious fool, at this late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment's paft ; 
I'm nearer death in this verfe, than the lafi : 
What then is to be done ? Be wife with ipecd ; 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo foolifli as the chance of fame? 
How vain the prize ! how impotent our aim ! 

For 



ft LOVE OF PAME, Sat.II 

For what aie nieii who gfa^ at praife fvUime, 
But inUks on the npiA ftroun of ciiiie> 
That rife, and ftU* that fwelk and are no more, 
Bmtp uAfirgii, vat fhoofairi in an hoar ? 



SATIRE 
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SATIRE IIL 

TO THE RIGHT HONOTOABLE 

Mr. DODINGTON. 



LONG, DoDiNGTON> in debt, I long have Touglit 
To eafe the burthen of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you fee ; 
Grant him tivo favours, and he'U dk for tbr^ / 
For whofe the prefent glory, t)r the gain ? 
You give protedtion, I a worthlefs ftrain. 
You love and feel the poet's facred flame. 
And know the baiis of a folid fame; 
Tho* prone to like, yet cautious to commend. 
You read with all the malice of ^Jriendi 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone. 
But, more to raife my verfe, ctmceal your own. 

An ill-tim'd modefty ! turn ages o'er. 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
Her Uarningy and her genius too, decays. 
And dark and ^old are her declining days ; 



At 
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As if men ncnrwere of anotheF caft. 
They meanly live on aims of ages pafL 
McM Ai&are awn; and they who boldly dare. 
Shall trtumph o'er the ions of cold defpair ; 
Or, if they fail, diey jnftly (till take place 
Of foch who run in dibt for their difgrace ; 
Who borrow snuchr then frirly make it known. 
And damn it with hnpro'oements of their Own. 
We bring fome new materials, and what's old 
New call with care, and in no borrowed mould ; 
Late times the verfe may read, if theie refufe ; 
And from fonr critics vindicate the muie. 

«* Your work is long," the critics cry. 'Tis trnev 
And lengthens ftil|> to uke in fbols like yon : 
Shorten my labour, if its length yon blame ; 
For, grow but wife, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who. While the dogs purfue. 
Renounce their four legs, and itart up on twow 

Like the boM bird upon the banks of Nik, 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodiUt 
Will I enjoy, (dread feaft!) the critic's nige» 
And with the A!ll d^rtytr fetfd my page. 
For what ambitions fools are^more to blame. 
Than thofe who thUnder in the cntic's name f 
Good anthors damn'd, have their revenge in this. 
To fee what wretches gain the praife they mifs. 

BALBVTit7s, mnffied in his fable clodc. 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak^ 
As ravens folemn, and as Mh^t <^es, 
•* Ten thoufaiid worlds for the three unities !" 
Ye doctors fage, who thro' Pamaffiu teach. 
Or qnit the tub, or pra£dfe what you preach* 

One judges as the wiotkir dictates ; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night : 

Another 
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Another judges by a furer gage> 
An 2i\kX!l^Gt^ % prtHcipUs, or parentage^ 
Since his great anceftors in Flanders fell. 
The poem doubtleis mull be written welL 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 
Another judges, for he Sought the hook ; 
' Some judge, their knack of judging nvrong to keep; 
Some judge, becaufe it is too foon to ^fieep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one iingl? aim> 
To gain themfelves, not give the writer, fame* 
The very beft amhitioujly advife. 
Half to ferve you, and half to pafs for wife. 

Critics on veHe, 2isfquihs on triumphs wait. 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ftate; 
Hot, envious, noify, proud, the fcribbling fry 
Bum, hifs, and bounce, wafte paper, ftink» and die. 
Rail on, my friends ! what more my verfe can crown 
Than Compton^s finile, and your obliging frown ? 

Not all on hooks their criticifin wafte : 
The genius of a dijh fome juftly tafte. 
And eat their way to fame ; with anxious thought 
T)it/almon is refus'd, the turhot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the fun's delay^. 
And bids December yield the fruits of May ; 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The bufinefs of their lives, that is— /o dine. 
Half of their precious day they give \htfeajt% 
And to a kind digefiion {pare the reft. 
Apicius, here, the tafter of the town, 
'Btedis twice a week, to fettle their renown. 

Thefe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The facred annals of their hills of fare ; 
In thofe choice books their panegyrics read. 
And fcom the creatures that for hunger feed. 



'TK' 
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If man hy feeding nuell commences great. 
Much more the worm to whom that man u meat. 
^ To glory fome advance a tying claim* - 
nieves of renown> and pilferers of fame : 
Their front fupplies what their ambition lacks ; 
They know a thou&nd lords* behind their backs. 
Ceiiil is apt to wink upon a peer. 
When turned ofwty, with a familiar leer ;. 

And H -y\ eyes, wuaerdfully keen, * 

Have murder'd feps, by whom (he ne'er was ieen* 
Niger adopts ftray libels ; wifely prone 
To covet ihame ftill greater than his own. 
Bathyllusj in the winter of threefcore, 
Bciyes his innocence, and keeps a whore* 
Abfence of mind Brabant 10 turns to fame, 
Ltarns to mifiakey nor knows his brother's name ; 
Has words and thoughts in nice di/hrder itt. 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, not knowing what adorns, or blots, 
Uen forge the patents, that create them fots. 

As love of pleafure into pain betrays* 
So mod grow infamous thro' love of praife. 
But whence for praife can fuch an ardor rife. 
When thofe* who bring that incenfe, we deipife I 
For fach the vanity of great and fmall. 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor can ev'n Satire blame them ; for, 'tis true. 
They have moft ample caufe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain I doubtlefs thou waft meant 
A nurfe o£ fools, to ftock the continent. 
Tho' Phoebus and the Nine for ever mow. 
Rank folly underneath the fcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveft calls me forward ftill, 
'Till I furpafs in length my lawyer's bill ; 

A Welch 
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A Welch defcent, which well-paid heralds damn;' 
Or, longer ftill, a Dutchman's epigram. 
When, cloy*d, in fury I throw down my pen. 
In comes ^ coxcomb> and I write agains 

See TiTYRus, with merriment pofTeft^ 
Is burft with laughter, ere he hears the jefl 2 
What need he ftay ? for when the joke is o'er* 
His teith will be no whiter than before* 
Is there of thejif ye fair I fo great a dearth. 
That you need purchafe monkeys for your mirth ? 

Some, vain of^faintings, bid the world admire ; 
Of boufes fome $ 4^y, houfes that they hire : 
Some (perfed^ wii^om !) of a beauteous mjifei 
And boaft, like Cordeliers, a fcourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro' pride, the fexes change their airs j; 
My lord has *vapourSf and my hAy /wears ; 
Then, ftranger ftill I on turning of the wind. 
My lord wears breeches^ and my lady's kind. 

To fiiew the ftrength, and in^my of pride. 
By all 'ds fbllow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once purfue 
Pndfe, and the glory ta contemn it, too ! 
YiNCENNA XoiQWs/elf'praife betrays \pjhamej 
And therefore lays a ftratagem for fame ; 
Makes his approach in modefty's difguife. 
To win applaufe ; and takes it by furprize. 
«« To err," fays he, " in fmall things, is my fate."* 
You know your anfwer, he^s extUi in greuu 
«* My/rilp," fays he, ** is rude and full of faults.** 
But oh! 'what Jenfe ! nxihat energy of thoughts! 
That he wants algebra, he muft confefs ; 
But not a foul to gi*ve our arms fuccefs. 
<• Ah ; That's an hit bdeed," Vincenna cries; 
•* But who in heat of blood was ever wife I 

Vpt, L H •» I own 
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^ I own 'twas wrong* tHicn thonfimlt cdl'd me haisk, 

« To make that liopdeis, in-advis'd, attack ; 

** All ^y» 'twas madnefi ; nor dare I denj ; 

« Sore never fool ib wdi delenr'd to die." 

Could this deceire in odien, to be fiiec;» 

It ne'er, Fiactmuif ooold deceive in tSeg ; 

Whole condnd is a comment to thy tongue. 

So clear, the dolleft cannot take tbee wrong. 

Thoa on one JUtvt wilt ^ n^uemus wear; 

And haunt the court, without a /r^i? diere. 

Are theie expedients for renown ? Conieis 

Thy UttUfelf^ that I may fcom thee lefs. 

Be wife, Fince/ma, and the court foHake ; 
Our fortunes there, nor tbou, nor /, fhall make, 
Ev'n men of merit, ere their point they gain. 
In hardy iervice make a long campaign ; 
Moft manfully befiege their patron's gate. 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the ireat 
With painful art, and application warm. 
And take, at laft, fome little place by ftorm ; 
Enough to keep tnvojhoes on Sunday clean, 
.AmSiftarve upon difcreetly, in Sheer Lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford ; 
Then fbirve without Utit favour of my lord. 
^Tis true, great fortunes fome great men confer.; 
But often, ev'n in doing right, they err : 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toil to know to whom : 
The man that's ntzxt^, yawning, they advance : 
*Tis inhumanity to hlefs by chance. 
If merit fues, and greatnefs is fo lodi 
To break its downy trance, I pity hoth, 

I grant at court. Philander, at his need, 
(Thanks to bis lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 

Of 
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Of every charm and virtae file's pof&ft: 
Philander ! thou art exquifitely Weft ; 
The pubJic envy ! Now then, 'tis allow'd. 
The man is found, who may htjuftly proud 2 
But, fee ! how £ckly is ambition's tafte ! 
Ambition feeds on trafh, and loaths a feaft i 
For, lo ! Philander^ of reproach afraid> 
In/ecret loves his wife, hxLl, keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs fell reputation ; others buy s 
And love a market where the rates run high : 
Italian muiic's fweet, becaufe 'tis dear % 
Their Canity is tickled, not their ear : 
Their taftes would leflcn, if the prices fell. 
And Shakjbspear's wretched ftuff do quite as well; 
Away the diiinchanted^fair would throng. 
And o^wn, that Englijb is their mother tongue. 

To Ihew how much our northern taftes refine. 
Imported nymphs our peerefTes outfhine ; 
While trade/men ftarve, thefe Philomels are gays 
For generous lords had rather gi^ve than pay. , 

Behold the mafquerade's fantaftic fccnc ! 
The Legifiature join'd with Drmy-lane ! 
When Britain calls, th* embroider'd patriots run. 
And ferve their cMff/ry— if the dance is done. 
«* Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?'* 
Yes, dottbtlefs ; but firft fet your notions right. 
Worthy oi pditene/s is the needful ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found* 
Triflers not e'en in trifles can excel ; 
^hs/olid bodies ovly polijb well. 

Great, chofen prophet \ For thefe latter days. 
To turn a willing ^oxXAfrom righteous ways I 
Well, H-'— R, doft thou thy mafter ferve ; 
Well has he feen Yis/erv^mt ftiould not ftarve. 

H 2 Thott 
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Thou to his name haft fplendid temples rais'd ; 

In various forms of imrjhip feen him prais*d. 

Gaudy devotion, like a Romany ihown> 

And fung fweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 

Inferior offerings to thy god of vice 

Are duly paid, m fiddles, cards, and dice ; 

Thy facrifice fupreme, an hundred maids I 

That folemn rite of midnight mafquerades ! 

If maids the quite exhaufled town denies. 

An hundred heads oi cuckolds may fuffice. 

Thou fmil'ft, well pleas'd with the converted hnd. 

To fee the fifty churches at a ftand. 

And that thy minifter may never fail. 

But what thy hand has planted ftill prevail. 

Of minor prophets a fucceffion fure 

The propagation of thy zeal fectire. 

See commons, peers, and minifters of fbite. 
In folemn council met, and deep debate ! 
What Godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 
What wonder opens on th' expe6ting earth ? 
'Tis done ! wiUi loud applaufe the council rings ! 
Fix*d is the fete ofivhores and fiddle-firings / 

Tho' bold thefe truths, thou, Mufe, with truths like thefe» 
Wilt none offend, whom 'tis a praife to pleafe : 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou. 
Like juft trihumds, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common fenfe. 
To write a Satire, which gave none offence I 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you fee. 
If men diflike them, do they cenfure me f 
The fool, and knave, 'tis glorious to offend. 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend ; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall^ 
Knofvtj know the gadie, and honefi men pay all. 

How 
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How hard for rerf worth to gain its price ! 
A man ihall make his fortune in a trice. 
If bleft with pliant, xhm* but (lender, fenfe, 
Feign'd modefty, and real impudence : 
A fupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eafy grace, 
A curfe within, a fmile upon his face ; 
A beauteous filler, or convenient wife. 
Are frizes in the lottery of life ; 
Genius and ^virtue they will foon defeat. 
And lodge you in the boibm of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a fain 
For men's refufing what you ought to gain. 

May, DoDiNGTON, this maxim fail in you* 
Whom my prefaging thoughts already view 
ByWALPOLE's condud.fir'd, and friendihip grac'd* 
Still higher in your Prince's favour plac'd ; 
And lending, here, thofe awful councils ^d. 
Which you, abroad, with fuch fuccefs obey'd : 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendihip dear ; 
What jnoft we wifh, with eafe we fancy near. 



H 3 SATIRE 
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S A T I R E IV. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLB 



SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 



ROU^TD fome fair tree th' ambitious Woodbine grows«. 
And breathes her fWeets oo^the fupporting boughs ; 
So fweet the verfe, th' ambitious verfe, fliould be, 
(O ! pardon mine) that hopes fupport from thee ; 
Thee, Com p ton, born o'er fenates to prefide. 
Their dignity to raife, their councils guide j 
Deep to difcem, and widely to furvey. 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diftant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
^he Crown's aflcrter, and the People* s friend: 
Nor doft thou fcom, amid fublimer views. 
To liften to the labours of the mufe ; 
Thy {miXtsproteS her, while thy talents /ir/. 
And 'tis but half thy glory to injpire, 
Vex'd at a public fame, fo juftly won. 
The jealous C h r £ m e s is with ipleen undone ; 

Chrbmes. 
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Chrem^s, for airy penfions of reno'wn. 
Devotes his fervice to the State and Crown ; 
All fchemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 
Tho' Britain* s thanklefs, ftill this patriot loves : 
But patriots differ; fome may fhed their blood. 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good^ 
Confults the facred fleam, and there forefees 
What ftonns, or fun-fhine. Providence decrees ; 
Knows, for each day, the njoeather of our fete ; 
A quid nunc is an almanack of State. 

You fmile, and think tJbis flatefinan void of uie : 
Why may not time his fecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roaft the choice Caftanian Nut, 
Since fteeds of genius are expert at Put; 
Since half the Senate Not content can fay, 
Gee/e nations (ave, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes him model realms, andcounfel kings ? 
An incapacity for fmaller things : 
Poor Chremes can't condudhis onvn eft ate. 
And thence has undertaken Europeh ^te. 

Gbhenno leaves the realm to Chremes' &ill. 
And boldly claims a province higher ftiil : 
To raife a name, th' ambitious boy has got. 
At once, a Bible, and z, ftiouLder-hmt ; 
Deep in the fecret, he look$ thro' the whole. 
And pities the dull rogue ^^\fa'ves his foul \ 
To talk with rev'rence you muft take good heed. 
Nor (hock his tender reafon with the Creed : 
Howe'er well bred, in public he Complies, 
Obliging friends alone with blafphemies^ 

Peerage is poifpn, good eftates are bad 
For this difeafe ; poor rogues run feldom-mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
AtA falling ftocks quite cur'd an unbelief? 

H 4 While 



104 LOVE OF FAME, Sat. IV- 

While the fun ilunes. Blunt talks with wondrous force $ 

But thunder mzxtjmall ieer, and iveak difeourfe. 

Such ufeful inftruments the weather ihow, 

Juft as their Mercury is high or low : 

Health chiefly keeps an Atheift in the dark ; 

A fever argues better than a Clarke : 

Let but the logick in his fuije decay> 

The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray ; 

While C*-*- mourns, v^th an unfeigned zeal, 

Th' apoiUte youth, who reafon'd once fo well. 

C— — , who makes fo merry with the Creed, 
He almoft thinks he difbelieves indeed \ 
But only thinks fo ; to give both their due, 
Satan 9 and be, believe, and tremble too. . 
Of fome for glory fuch the boundlefs rage. 
That they're the hXzskt^ fcandal oi their age. 

Narcissus the Tartarian cluh difclaims ; 
Nay, a Free-mafon^ with fome terror, names ; 
Omits no duty ; nor can en'vy fay. 
He mifs'd, thefe many years, the Churchy or FU^ i 
He makes no noife in Parliament^ 'tis true ; 
But pays his debts^ and <vijft9 when 'tis due ; 
His chardSer and gloves are ever clean. 
And then, he can out-bow the bonving dean ; 
A imile eternal on his lip he wears. 
Which equally the wife and worthlefs (hares. 
Jn gay fatigues, this moft undaunted chief^ 
Patient of idlenefs beyond belief^ 
Moft charitably lends the town his^r^. 
For ornament, in ev'ry public place ; 
As fure as cards, he to th' ajfembly comes. 
And is \}m furniture of drawing-rooms : 
When Ombre calls, his hand and heart arc free, 
And, join'd to twp, he fails no£«-i-to make three : x 

Narcissus 
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Narcissus is the glory of his race; 

tor who docs nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my lift, by nature were defignM 
Such Shining expleti*ves of human kind. 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 
Senfe to be right, and paffion to be wrong. 

To counterpoife this hero of the modii 
Some for renown zx^fingular and oddi 
What other men diflike, is fure to pleafe. 
Of all mankind, thefe dear antipodes ; 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter ftiH 
And birth 'days are their days of drefling ilU 
Arb-^t is a fool, and F a fage, - 

S — L Y will fright you, E engage ; 

By nature ftreams run backward, flame defcends. 
Stones mount, and S — x is the worft of friends; 
They take their reft by day^ and wake by night. 
And blufti, if you furprize them in the right j 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware^ 
A fwan is white, or Q^ y is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubts 
A fool in fafhion,.but a fool that's out. 
His paffion for abfurdity's fo ftrong. 
He cannot bear a ri<val in the wrong ; 
iTho' wrong the mode, comply ; more fenfc is ihewn 
In wearing others* follies, than your own. 
If what is out of fafhion moft you prize^ 
Methinks you fhould endeavour to be wife. 
But what in oddnefs can be more fublime 

Than S , the foremoft toyman of his time ? 

His nice ambition lies in curious fancies. 
His daughter's portion a rich^r/Zinhances, 
And Ash mole's baby-houfe, is, in his view, 
Britannia^ s golden mine> a rich Peru I 

How 
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How his eyes languiih I how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat, which Joseph ne^ver wore ! 
He fhews, on hoUeiays^ a facred pin. 
That touch'd the rufF, that touch'd queen Bess's chin. 

*« Since that great ikarth our chronicles deplore, 
^ Since that gr^zx plague that fwept as many more» 
^ Was ever year unbleft as this /*" he'll cry» 
«* It has not brought us one new butterfly /" 
In times that fuiFer fuch leam'd men as theji^ 
Unhappy I— — y ! how ozmeyou to pleafe ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game; 
But, in eiFed, his chace is much the fame ; 
Warm in purfuit, he levees all the greats 
Stanch to the foot of title and eftate : 
Where-e'er their lordjhips go, they never fiod 
Or L I CO, or \iait\x pado^s, lag behind ; 
He Jets them furc, where-e'er their Urdjhips twdl, 
Clofe at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought^ 
AxAfame was, like 2,feverj to be caught : 
But after feven years dance, from place to place. 
The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer j 
Or hying ipendant dangling at his ear. 
For ever whifp'ring fecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro' the town? 
Who'd be a glafi, with flattering grimace^ 
Still to refiedt the temper of his face ; 
Or happy pin to Hick upon his flceve. 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchfafes it leave i 
Or eujhion, when his heavinefs (halt pleafe 
To loll, or thump it, £)r his better eafe^ 



• A Damjh dog of the duke of Argjlt* 



Or 
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Or a vile hutt^ for noon, or night, befpoke. 
When the peer n^fy fwears he'll club his joke ? 
Who'd Ihake with laughter, tho' he could not find 
His lordfhip's jeft; or, if his ndc broke wind. 
For bleffings to the gods profoundly bow. 
That can cry. Chimney fweepf or drive a plough ? 
With terms like thefe, how mean the tribe that ch^t 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like thefe, tmpojc. 

But what's the tribe moft likely to comply? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye; 
The'writing tribe, who fhamelefa auStons hold 
Of praife, by inch pf candle to be fold : 
All men they flatter, but themfclves the moft. 
With deathlefs fame, their everlafting boaft : 
For fame no cully makes {i:^ much her jeft. 
As her old conftant fpark, the bard profcft. 
,** B — LB IhinesHln council, M— — t in the figh^ 
« P— L— m's magnificent ; but I can write, 
« And what to my great foul like glory dear r" - 
'Till fome god whifpcrs in his tingling ear, 
Thaty2wwr's unwholefomc taken without meat^ 
And life is beft fuftain*d by what is tat : 
Grown Uan^ and <wijey he curfes what he writ. 
And wiflies all his wants were in his w//. 

Ah !^ what avails it, when his dinner' % loft. 
That his triumphant name adorns 2Lpoft? ^ 
Or that his (hining page (provoking fete !) 
Defends Sirloins, which fons of dulnefs eat ? 

What foe to verfe without compafTion hears. 
What cruel profe-man can refrain from tears, 
When the poor mufe, for lefs than half a crown, 
A proftitute on every bulk in town. 
With other whores undone, tho' not in print. 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ¥ 

Yc 
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Yc bards ! why will you fing, tho* uninfpir'd ? 
Yc bards ! why will yo^ftar^e^ to be iuimtr*dh 
DtfunS by Phoebus' laws, beyond redrers> 
Why will yovLtJ^ares haunt the frighted prefe ? 
Bad metre, that excrefcence of the head. 
Like hair, will fprout, altho' the poet's Jetul. 

An other trades demamd, verfe-makers begi 
A dedication is a fwooden leg ; 
A barren Labeoy the true mumper*s fafhion^ 
Expofes borrvw^d brats to move compaffion. 
Tho' fuch myfelf, vile bards I difcommend ; 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my friend. 
« Is't then a crime to nurite /*"— If talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is XX} forbear : 
For fome, tho' few> there arc large-minded men^ 
Who watch unfeen the labours of the pen ; 
Who know the mufe's worthy and therefore court. 
Their deeds her. theme, their bounty her fupport ; 
Who ferve, unafi'd, the leaft pretence to wit ; 
My fole excufe, alas ! for having writ. 
A ' LE true wit is fludioos to reftore ; 

And D T fmiles, if Phoebus fmil'd before; 

F^— KE in years the long-lov'd arts admires. 
And Henrietta like a mufe inffures. 

But, ah 1 not in/piration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languifh for in vam. 
How mad their aim, who thirft for glory, ftrive 
To grafp, what no man can poffefs ali've ! 
Fame's a reverjum in which men take place 
(O late reverfion 1) at their own deceafe. 
This truth fagacious Lin tot knows fo well, 
Heftarves his author?, that their works mzy felL 

Thiit fame is ivealtb, fantaftic poets- cry; 
That waM is fame, another clan reply; 

Who 
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Who know no guilt, no fcandal, but in ragsi 
And Jkvell in juft proportion to their 6ags^ 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old. 
Think glory nothing but the Seams tf gold^ 
The firft young lord, which in the Mall you mee^ 
Shall match the verieft hancks in Lombard-ftrut^ 
From refcu'd candles' ends, who cais'd a Fum^ 
And ftarves to- join a penny to a plumb* 
A beardlefs mifer! 'Tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a fcandal all our own* 

Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Wai mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich. Cast alio dies: 
Name but the fair, love fwells into hi^ eyes« 
Divine Monim'ia, thy fond fears lay- down; 
No rival can prevail,— but half a crown* 

He glories to late times to be convey'd. 
Not for the poor he has relU'v^dy but made : 
Not fuch ambition his great fathers fir'd. 
When Harry conquered, and Yi'allE France cxpirM: 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain: 
Nay, a dtdl Jherifft for his golden chain* 

" Who'd be a flave?" the gallant Colonel criev 
While love of glory fparkles from his eyes : 
To deathlefs fame he loudly pleads his right,— 
Juft is hb title,— for he will not fight : 
All foldiers 'valour^ all divines have grace^ 
As maids of honour beauty^ — by their place : 
But, when indulging on the lafl campaign. 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of flain ; 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word, 
A fweet re'vengey and half ahfiil<ves his fword. 

Of boafting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A/oldier flioald be modeH as a maid: 

Fame 
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Fame is a bubble the referv'd enjoy; 
Who Strive to grafp it, as they touch, defiroy : « 

Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if yott pay yoorfelf^ the world is ^e* 

Wete there no tongue to (peak them but his own, 
Au oust us* deeds in arms had ne'er been known* 
Augustus' deeds ! if that ambigaous name 
Confounds my reader, and mifgnides his aim, 
Sach is the Prince's worth, of whom I fpeak^ 
The Roman would not bloih at the milbke. 



SATIRE 
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O fairtfi of creation f laft and heft 
, Of all God'j ivorks ! Creature in <whom exctJTd 
Whatever can to fight , or thought y he fom^d 
Holy 9 dinjiney goody amiahky or fweet ! 
How art thou loft ! — — Miltok, 



NO R reigns amhition in bold man alone ; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own : 
But tberiy indeed^ it deals in nicer things^ 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings : 
Attend, and you difcem it in the fair 
Condu^ 2i finger, or reclaim a hairi 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an fy^ ; 
Or, in full joy, elaborate z-figh. 

The iex we honour, tho' their faults we blame ; 
Nay, thank their ikulu for fuch ?l fruitful theme: 

• A theme. 
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A theme« fair ■ ! doubly kind to me» 
Since fatyriz^ng thoft is praifing thee ; 
Who would'ft v^ bear, too modeiUy refin'd, 
A panegyric of a groiTer kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much more fair than nice. 
Too fond of admiration, lofe their price ; 
Worn in the public eye> give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarnifh to the fated fight : 
As unreferv'd, and beauteous, as the Tun, 
Through every ^fgw of vanity they run ; 
Affendflies^ Parks, coarfe feafts in City-halls, 
LeSures, and Trials, Plays, Committees, Balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions, tmithfield fcenes. 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and Lions Dens, 
taverns. Exchanges, Bridenvells, Draiving^rooms, 
Inflallments, Pillories, Coronations, Tombs, 
fumhlers, and Funerals, Puppet-Jhows, Re'vienus, 
Sales, Races, Rahhets,. {and ftill ftranger!) Pews. 

Clarinda's bofom burns, but burns for Fame; 
And Love lies vanquiih'd in a nohler flame ; 
Warm gleams of hope fhe, now, diipenfes ; then. 
Like Jpril funs, dives bto clouds again : 
With all her luHre, now, her lover warms ; 
Tien, out o£ ofientation, hides her charms : 
•Tis, next, her pleafure fweetly to complain. 
And to be taken with a fudden pain ; 
Then, fhe flarts up, all ecftafy and blifs. 
And is, fweet foul I jufl as fincere in this : 
O how fhe rolls her charming eyes incite ! 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wife. 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prixi. 

Zara refembles ^^fffl crownMwith fnows; 
Without (he freezes, and within fhe glows : 

Twice 
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Twice ere the fun defcends^ with zeal infpir'd. 
From the vain converfe of the world retir'd. 
She reads the ffalms and cbapurs for the day» 
Jn ■ ■ Cleopatra, or the laft new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara> with a folemn grace^ 
Deceives mankind, and bides behind \itxface. 

Nor far beneath her in renown, is ihe» 
Who, through good-breeding, is ill company ; 
Whofe manners will not Jet her larum ceafe, ^ 
Who thinks you are unhappy y when at peaces 
To find you neivs, who racks her fubtle head. 
And vows— /i&«/ her ^eat^gramifatber is dead^ 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear^ 
But 'tis a taik indeed to leam->-/i9 bear ; 
In that the ikill of converfation lies ; 
That Jbews^ or maies^ you both polite and wife. 
* Xantippe cries, " Let nymphs, who nought can iayj 
" Be loil in iilence, and reiign the day ; 
*» And let the guilty wife her guilt confefs, 
" By tame behaviour, and 9 foft addrefs ;" 
Through nfirtue^Jhe refufes to comply 
With all the diftatcs oi humanity ; 
Through wifdom,^r refufes to fubmit 
To wifdom's rules, and rawes to prove her «v// j 
Then, her unblemifh'd honour to maintain, 
Kejeds her hufband's kindnefs with difdun : 
But ii; by chance, an ill-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord. 
Her darling china, in a whirlwind fent, 
Juft intimates the lady's difcontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the mcekeft dame ; 
B ut keen Xantippe, fcorning borrowed flame. 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play^ 
O'er cooling gruel, and compofing tea : 

Vol. L I Nor 
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Nor refts by night, bat, more fincere than nice, 

SYitfifakes die curtains with her kind advice : 

Poubly, like echo,y3««/i8 her delight. 

And the la/i luorJ is her eternal right. 

Is't not enough plagues, wars, and Bunines, rife 

To la(h our crimes, but muft our wives be *wife F 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumbered throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong : 
What 6Iaci, what ceafilefi cares befiege our ftate ! 
What ilrokes we feel from fancy, and from fati! 
If fate forbears ns, fancy ftrikes the blow ; 
We make mbfbrtune ; fuicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid ! unneceflary fkill ! 
Is naturi backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the noon, how oft the minight, bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with folemn knell, ^ 

On/olfy*a errands, as we vainly roam. 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home ! 
Men drop fo fail, ere life's mid ftage we tread. 
Few know fo many friends alive, as dead. 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 
We prefs coy fortune with unflacken'd pace ; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we feek. 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week : 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between Jatiety axid force defire. 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one ; a female friend's endearing fmile ; 
A tender fmile, our forrows* only balm. 
And, in life's tempeft, the fad failor's calm. 

How have I fcen a gentle nymph draw nigh. 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye ; 
Viflorioos tendernefs ! it all overcame, 
Hufiandi look'd mild, zxA/avages grew ume. 

' The 
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The Sylvan race our aftivc nymphs purfue ; 
Man is, not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There Ma/ter Betty leaps a five-barr*d gate ; 
Whil^ ^ir Mifs Charles to toilets is confin*d> 
Nor rafhly tempts the barb'roas fun and wind/ 
Some nymphs alFed ia more heroic breed. 
And volt from hunters to the managed ftud ; 
Command his prancings with a martial air. 
And Fob BUT has die forming of the Fah. 

More than we Heed muft Delia's empire fee^" 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying ivheel; 
And as ihe guides it thro' th' admiring throng, 
M^th what an air ihe fmacks thejUken thong 1 
Graceful as John, ihe moderates the reins. 
And whifUes fweet her diuretic itrains : 
Sbiostris like, fuch charioteers as theft 
May drive fix hamefs'd monarchs, if they pleaie : 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory iinit, 

Lei^, /wim, Jhaot flying, and pronounce on vnt. 
O'er the BeUe-lettre lovely Daphne reigns; 

Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 

With legs tofs'd high, on her fophee ihe fits, 

Vouchfaiing audience to contending wits : 

Of each performance ihe's the final tefl; 

One ad read o'er, ihe propheiies the refl ; 

And then, pronouncing with decifive ur. 

Fully convinces all the town— ^sya/r. 

Had lovely Daphne Hecatbssa's face. 

How would her elegance of tafle decreafe I 

Some Xzi^vf^^ judgmnt in ^fAx features lies. 

And all their genius fparkles from their t^es. 
^ But hold," ihe cries, " lampboner ! have a care ; 

** Mttfl I want common fenfe, becaufe I'm fair ?" 

I 2 O.Do: 
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O no: fee Stella ; her eyts ihlne as bright. 

As if her tongue was never in the right ; 

And yet^what real learning* judgment, fire ! 

She feems infpir'd, and can herfelf infpire : 

How then (if malice rtal'd not all the fair) 

Could Daphmb publilh, and could (he forbear ? 

We grant that beauty is no bar tofinjk, 

t^or i&\ z {zxidion kt impertinence. 

S£ M p RON I A lik'd her man ; and well (he might ; 

The youth in perfon, and in parts, was bright; 

PoflHsM of ev*ry virtue, grace, and art. 

That claims juH empire o'er the female heart : 

He met her paffion, all her (ighs returned. 

And, in full rage of yonthfid ardour, bumM : 

Large his pofleiSons, and beyond her own ; 

Their blifs the theme, and envy of the town : 

The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more. 

In ftepp'd defonh'd; debauch'd* di(eas'd, tbreejcore. 
The ^tal fequel I, through (hame, forbear: 
Of pride, and avarice, who can cure the fair ? 

Man's rich with little^ were his judgment true ; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few ; 
Thofe few wants anfwer'd, bring (incere delights; * 
•But fools o^te themfelves new appetites : 
Fancy, and pride, feek things at vaft expence. 
Which reli(h not to rea/bn, nor to Jhje. 
Whtn/uifeit, or tmtbemkfulnefs, deftroys. 
In natureh narrow fphere, our folid joys, 
In/ancfa airy land of noife and (how. 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleafures, grow ; 
Like cats in air-pumps, to fubfift we (bive 
On joys too thin to keep the foul alive. 
Lemira's fick; make hafle ; the do^or call : 
He comes ; but where's bis patient ? At the ball* 

The 
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The do£tor fbres ; her woman cartfies low^ 

And cries, •* My Lady, Sir, is always (o : 

*' Diverfions pnt her maladies to flight : 

*' True, (he OLti'tJiatuf, bat ihe can Janci all nigh( : 

*' Vve known my Lady (for fhe loves a tune) 

•* For/evers take an opera in yune: 

^ And, tho' perhaps you'll think the pradice bokL* 

** A midnight Park is foy'reign for a coU: 

** With cMics, break&fts of green fruit agree ; 

<* With indigeftimUf fupper juft at three.'* 

A fbange alternative, replies Sir Hans^ * 

Mttft women have a doSor, or a dmce? 

Though £ck to death, abroad they fafely roam. 

But droop and die> in perfed health, at borne : 

For want-o-but not of health, are ladies ill ; 

And tichu cure beyond the doffor^a pill. 

Alas, my heart !. how languifhingly fair 
Yon lady lolls 1 Widi what a tender air I 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when. 
O'er darling line.s» fell Ci9BBk. waves his pen. 
Is her lord angry, or has ^ Fe^ chid ? 
Bead is her father, or the mafk forbid } 
'* Late fitting up has turn'd her rofes wUte.'' 
Why went flje not to bed ? « Becaufe 'twas nigbt.^* . 
Did fhe then dance, or play ? " Nor this, nor .thsit." 
Well night foon deals away in pleafihg chat^ 
« No, all alon^, her frqy^rs fhe rather ohofe j 
'* Than be that wretcb to fleep till morning rpfe." 
Then Lady Cynthia, miibefs of the fhade. 
Goes, with Xhe/a/hionable owls, to bed : 
This her pride covets, this her bealtb denies | 
Her foul is filly, but her body's wife. 

* Lap-doga 

I 3 Othirs, 
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Others, with cunoas arts» dim channs revivcj 
And triumph in the bloom t& fifiy-fivt. 
Yoa, in the morning, z,fair nymph invite ; 
To keep her word, a brtmm one comes at night : 
Next day (he ihines in glofl^ hUck ; and then 
Revolves into her native red again : 
Like a dove's neck, ihe (hifb her tranfient chains. 
And is her own dear rival in yonr arms. 

But om admirer has the painted lais ; 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-gla& : 
Yet L A u R A 's beautiful to fuch excefs. 
That all her art fcarce makes her pleafe as kft. 
To deck the female cheek, H£ oidy knows. 
Who paints lefs fair the lily^ and the rofi. 

How gay thtf finile I Such bleffings naturt poors, 
O'erilock'd mankind enjoy but half her ftores : 
In diilant wilds, by human eyes nnfeen. 
She rears her flow*rs, and fpreads her velvet green : 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defart trate. 
And wajtt their mufic on the favage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliis ? 
Repine we guiltle/s in a world like this ? 
But our lewd taftes her lawful charms refu^. 
And psunted itrt*i deprav'd allurements chufe. 
Such Fulvia's paflion for the town; frefti air 
(An odd effcd !) gives vapours to the fair; 
Green fields, and fliady groves, and chryftal fprings. 
And larks, and nightingales are odious things ; 
But fmoke, and duft, and noife, and crowds, delight ; 
And to be prefs'd to death, tranfports her quite : 
Where filver riv'lcts play through flow'ry meads. 
And fwoodhinet give their fweets, and liTnes their Ihades^ 
Black kennels' abfent odours fhe regrets. 
And ftops her nofe at beds of violets. 

Is 
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Is ftormy life preferred to the /erene i 
Or is the public to the private fcene i 
Retired, we tread a fmooth and open way ; . 
Through briars and brambles in Utit^worU we i^ray ; 
Stiff" oppo&Uon, BXid perfUx* J debate. 
And tifontjf care> and ratiJk 2cadftinging hate» 
Which choak our paiTagc^ our career controul^ 
And wound the £rmeft temper of our foul. 
facred folitude ! diviue retreat ! 
Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great ! 
By thy pure ilream, or in thy waving ihade. 
We court fair wifdom, that celeflial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth !) are innocence and peace : 
There, from the ways of men laid fafe afhore. 
We iinile to hear the diibnt tempeft roar ; 
There, blefs'd with health, with bufinefs unperplex'4» 
This life we relifh, and enfure the next ; 
There too the Mufos fport ; theie numbera free, 
Pierian East^sury ! I owe to thee. 

There fport the Mu/es ; but not there alone : 
Their facred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit ; 
A wit herfelf, Ambli a weds a wit : 
Both wits ! though miracles are fald to ceafe. 
Three days^ three wond'rous days 1 they liv'd in peace ; 
With .the fourth fun a warm difpute arofe. 
On Durfey's poefy, and Bunya'n's profe: 
The learned war both wage with equal force. 
And the fifth mom concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe^ though fhe pofTefTes nothing lefs. 
Is proud of being rich in happinefs : 
Laborioufly purfues delufive toys, 
pontent with pains, fince they're reputed joys. 

I 4 With 
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^^ith wliat well-aaed tranfport will fhe iky, 

** Well, furc, wc were fo'happy j^rr^^^r / 

** And then that charming party for to^nurrow /" 

Though, well ihe kniws^ 'twill langtiifli into forrow : 

Bttt ihe dares never boaft Utitpnfent hour ; 

So grofs that cheat, it is beyond her power : 

For fuch is or our weaknefs, or our curfe. 

Or rather fuch oar crime, which (till is worfe. 

The prefent moment, like a wife, we fhun. 

And ne'er enjoy, becaufe it is fur ouon* 

Pleafures are few, and fewer we enjoy ; 
Pleafure, like quickjilverf is bright, and C9y ; 
We ftrive to grafp it with. our utmoft ikiU, 
Still it eludes as, and it glitters itill : 
If feiz'd at la'ft, compute your mighty gains ; 
What is it, but rank poifpn in your veins ? 

As ^LAviA in her glafs an angel fpies. 
Pride whifpers in her ear pernicious lyes ; 
Tells her, while fhe furveys a face fo fine^ 
There's no fatiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all changed appears 
Her temper, and ihe melts (fweet foul !) in tears: 
She, fond and young, lail week, her wiih enjoy'd. 
In foft amufement all the night employ'd ; 
The morning came, when Strbphon, waking,. &nnd 
(Surprifmg fight !) his bride in (brrow drown'd. 
** What miracle," fays Strbphon, « makes thee weep ?'* 
" Ah, barbarous man!'^ ihe cries, « how could you—* 
''Jleepr 

Men love dimiftrefsfZS they love z,feafi:; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to tafte f 
Yet fure there is a certain time of day. 
We wifli our miilrefs, and our meat, away : 
But ibon the fated appetites return. 
Again our ilomachs crave, our bofoms burn : 

Eternal 
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Etimal Love let man, then, never fwear ; 

Let women never triumph^ nor ^lej^tdri 

Nor praife, nor blame, too much, the warm> or chiO { 

Hunger and Love are foreign to the *mU. 
There Is indeed a paffion more refin'd, 

Por thofe few nymphfi whoTe charms are of the mind; 

But not of that unMiionable fet 

Is Phyllis; Phyllis lad her Damon met. 

Etemd Love exa^y hits her tafte ; 

Phyllis demands eternal love at Uifi. 

Embracing Phyllis with feft-foiiling eyes» 

Eternal Love I vow, the fwain replies : 

But fay, my AU^ my Miftre/s, and my FrUndt 

What day next week th' Eternity (hall end? 

Some nymphs prefer efirenomy to Uve : 
Elope from mortal man, and range above* 
The fair philolbpher to Rowlby flies. 
Where, in a lex, the whole creation lies : 
She fees the planets in their turns advance^ 
And (corns, Poitier, thy fublunary dance : 
Of Db s A G V L 1 1! (. (he befpeaks fre(h air ; 
And Whiston has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries I 
*Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of fcience reigns, 
(O (ickle fex !) foon end her learned pains. 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 
Turns out the flars^ and Newton is a fot. 

To ■ ' . . turn ; (he never took the height 

Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 

She ftrikes each point with native force of mind. 

While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 

Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought. 

The great are vanqui(hM, and the ivi/e are taught. 

Her 
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Her breeding finiih'dt and her tenaper fweet» 
When ferious* eafy ; and when gay, difcreec ; 
In gUtl'ring fcenesa o'er her own heart* fincere ; 
In crouds, coUeded ; and in coorti, fevcre ; 
Sncere, and wamif with zeal well onderftood* 
She takes a noUe pride in doing good; 
Yet not fnperior to her fex's carec» 
The mode flie fixes by the gown (he w^m ; 
Oifilks and china fhe's the laft app^ \ 
In theie great points ihe lead$ the COTimonweai; 
And if difput^s of empire fife between 
MecbUn the queen of lace, and Colherteett, 
*Tis doubt ! 'tis darknefs I till fnfpendeJ fate 
AfTumes Ifer nod, to dofe the grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair ezpiefs 
Their emulatioa only in their dr^ f 

But, oh ! the nymph that mounts above ^tjkk$% 
Andy graiisi clears religious myfteries, 
Refolv'd the cbureb^s welfare to enfure^ 
And make her family x fine-cure: 
The theme divine at cards (he'll not forget^ 
But takes in texts of Scripture 2X,picqueti 
In thofe licendous meetings ads the prude. 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good* 
What angels' would thofe be, who thus excel 
In theologies, could they^^w as weU ! 
Yet why fhould not the fair her text purfue f 
Can ihe more decently the dodor woo ? 
*Ti8 hard, too, (he who makes no u(e but chat 
Of her religion, (hodd be barr'd in diat. 

Is A AC, a brother of the canting (h^. 
When he has knock'd at his own fkuU in vain. 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair* 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 

Ohow 
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O how hi$ pious foul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in woman-kind i 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induftrious ^ ; 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
ExtraSs fweet wifdom from fo fair z.fivw€r i 

The young and^^ declining* Af pia flies 
At nobler game» the mighty and the *wij€ : 
By nature more an iagh than a ilove. 
She impioufly prefers the <zv0f/t/ to iWf« ' 

Can wealth give happineis ? look round, and fee 
What gay diftrefs ! what fplendid mifery I 
Whatever fortuhe laviihly can po^r. 
The mind annihilates, and calls tot more. 
Wealth is a cheat ; believe not what it fiiys ; 
Like any lord it /rcfflr^i— and p«ys. 
How will the mifer Aartle, to be told 
Of fuch a wonder, as in/ol<vent ^old ! 
What nature luanu has an. intriniic weight ; 
All tnoriy is but the faihion of the plate. 
Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view; 
It charms us no^ ; anon we cad anew ; 
To fome frefli birth oi fancy more inclined : 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Miftaken lovers, who make worth their care. 
And think accompliihments will win the fair : 
The/air, 'tis true, by genius fliould be won. 
As fow*rs unfold their beauties to the^» ; 
And yet in female fcales a fop out-weighs. 
And wit muft wear the ivillo-iv and the bays* 
Nought fhines fo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 
The youth of fir#, that has drunk deep, and play'd. 
And kiird his man> and triumphed o'er his maid ; 

For 
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For him, as yet imhangM> (he fpreads her charms^ 

Snatches the dear defbroyer to her arms ; 

And amply gives (thoagh treated long amifs) 

The mem of merit liis revenge in this^ 

If yoa refent, and wiih a nx^oman ill. 

But turn her o'er one Inoment to her <u;///. 

The languid lady next appears in ftate. 
Who was not bom to carry her own weight j 
She lollsy reels, daggers, till fome foreign aid 
To her own ftature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain*d to {ofivtri a dodm. 
She, by juft Hz^Stjourneyj roand the room : 
But, knowing her own weaknefs, fhe defpairs 
To fcale the ^i^j— that is, afeend the flairs. 
My fan \ let others fay, who laugh at toil \ 
Fan ! hood ! glove ! fcarf ! is her lacfmte ftile ; 
And that is fpoke with fuch a dying fell. 
That Betty rather y^w, than hears the call : 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye. 
Piece out th* idea her faint words deny. 
O liften i^tk attention moft profound ! 
Her voice is but the ihadow of a found. 
And help ! oh help ! her fpirits are fo dead. 
One hand fcarce lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ftubbom pin it triumphs o'er. 
She pants ! fhe finks away ! and is no more. 
Let the robuft, and the gigantic carve^ 
Life is not worth fo much, fhe'd rather /<irv^ .• 
But chew fhe muft herfelf ; ah cruel fate ! 
That Rosalinda can't hy proxy eat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind heav'n ! ) againfl the foifin of their eyes. 

Thalestris triumphs in a manly mien; 
Loud is her accent^ and her.phrafe obfcene. 

In 
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In fair and open dealing where's the (hame ? 

What nature dares to gi*uf, (he dares to ttome. 

This befuftfeUonM is fincere and plain. 

And juftly gives the jealous huibahd pain* 

(Vain is the taik to petticoats alTign'd, 

If wanton language fhews a naked mind.) 

And now and then, to grace her eloquence. 

An oath fupplies the vacancies oFfenfe. 

Hark ! the ihriU n^tes tranfpierce the yielding air, . 

And teach the neighboring echoes how to fwear. 

By Jove, is faint, and for the fimple fwain ; 

She^ on the Chriftian Syflem, is prophane« 

But though the volley rattles in your ear. 

Believe her drefs^ (he's not a grenadier. 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread. 

When JovB deputes a lady in his Head \ 

A lady ! pardon my miflaken pen, 

A (hamelefs woman is the worft of men* 

Few to good-breeding ndake a juft pretence ; 
Good-breeding is the bloflbm of good-fenfe ; 
The laft refult of an accompliih'd mind. 
With outward grace, the hody^s 'virtuet join'd. 
A violated decency now reigns ; 
And nymphs {ov failings take peculiar painit. 
With Chinefe painters modern toafts agrees 
The point they aim at is deformity : 
They throw their perfons with a hoyden air 
Acrofs the room, and tofs into the ch^r. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 
They, for our manners, have exchanged their own, . 
The modeft look, the caftigated grace. 
The gentle movement, and flow-meafur'd pace. 
For which her lovers dy*d, her parents /r^V, 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 

Stiff 
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Stiff forms are bad ; but let not worfe intrude^ 
Nor conquer sort and nature, to be rade. 
Mcdem good-breeding carry to its height. 
And lady D^—^-^^^a {elf will be polite. 

Ye riling fair ! ye bloom (^ Britam^s ifle \ 
When high-bom Anna, with a foftea'd fmile. 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head. 
What fcems moft hard, it, not to be well-bred. 
Her bright example with fuccefs porfue. 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 

But adoration S give me fomething m$r€. 
Cries Lyce, on the borders oitbra/core: 
Nought treads fo £lent as the foot of time ; 
Hence we miftake our autumn for our prime ; 
*Tis greatly wife to know, before we're told. 
The melancholy news, that we grvw old* 
Autumnal Lycb carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breaft a miftrefs warms. 
Who looks through fpedacles to fee your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover Tound, 
And with his fpade ikitfixton marks the ground. 
Intent not on her own, but others' doom. 
She plans new conquefts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has fummon'd^/^/^x away. 
She walks at noon, and blafts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold> 
And nought of Lycb but her/elf \s old. 
Her grizzled locks aiTume 2Lfmirking grace, < 
And art has kveWd her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ftrange demand no mortal can approve^ 
We'll afk her hUffing^ but can't afk her hve. 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herfelf) at mne^-nini, 

S Ohow 
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O how unlike her is the (acred age 
Of prudent Portia I &r grey hairs engage ; 
Whofe thoughts are fnited to her life's dedine: 
Firtue^s the paint that can with 'wrinkles fhine. 
That, and that ^nly^ can old age fuftain ; 
Which yet all wifh, nor know they wifh for pain* 
Not numerous are our joys, when life is new ; 
And yearly fome are falling of they^rw ; 
But when we conquer life's meridian ihige^ 
And downward tend into the vale of age. 
They drop apace ; by nature fome decay. 
And fome the Ulafts of fortune fweep away ; 
'Till naked quite ^ happinefs, aloud 
We call for death, ^sAJheker in a fhroud, 

Where's Portia now?-— But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch'd their early grief can view. 
Like blttfhing rofe-buds dipp'd in morning dew I 
Who into fhelter takes their tender bloom. 
And forms their minds to flee from ills to come ? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide. 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 
fancy zxApaJJion tofs it to and fro ; 
Awhile torment, and then quite /«i in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans, fince in iilent dufl 
Your beft example lies, my precepts truft. 
Life fwarms with ills ; the holdeft are afraid ; 
' Where then is fafety for a tender maid? 
Unfit for conflift, round befet with woes. 
And many whom leaft ihe fears, her word of foes I 
When kind, moil cruel ; when oblig'd the mofl:> 
The leaft obliging ; and by favours loft. 
Cruel by nature, they for kindnefs hate ; 
And fcom you for thofe ills them/elves create. 

If 
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If QD your Gune nrftxz blot Iim iktawn. 

Twill ever flick, tbroogh malke of your mrar. 

liilofthard! in pleafiig your chief ^^rylkt; 

And yet from pleafing your dtuitf daggers rife : 

Then pleafe the Be/i s and knowj for men of fenfe^ 

Your ftrongeft charms are natiTe innocence. 

Jrt on the mind^ Vkt paint npon the &ce» 

Fright him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 

In Jimpk manners all the fecret lies ; 

Be kind and virtooos, yoa'U be bleft and wife. 

Vain Jhifm and noije intoxicate the brain. 

Begin with giddinefs, and end in fain. 

Ai&d not tmfty fame, and idk praife. 

Which, all thoie wretches I defcribe, betrays. 

Tour fex's glory 'tb, to fhine unknown ; 

Of all applaufe, be fbndeft of jour own. 

Beware the fever of the fnind/ that thirft 

With which the age is eminently cnrik: 

To drink offka/ure, but inflames defire ; 

And abilinence alone can quench the fire; 

Takefaiff from life, and Urrer from the tomb; 

Give peace in hand'y and promife blifs to tomt* 



SATIRE 
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Lady ELIZABETH GERMAIN. 

Intndum tamen H tolUt comcedia vocem. HOR. 



I SOUGHT a patroncfs, but fought in vain. 
Apollo whifper'd jb my ear— *< Germain."— • 
I know her not.—" Your reafon's fomewhat odd ; 
* Who knows his patron, now ?" reply'd the god. 
*' Men write, to me, and to the <worIdp unknQ^yn ; 
^ Then fleal great names, to fhield them from the town* 
«' Detefted wortlf, like ieauty difarray'd, 
« To covert flies, of praije itfelf afraid : 
« Should ^^ refufe to patronize your layst 
♦« In vengeance write a volume in H^er frai/e. 
Vol. I. K '* Naf 
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<« Nor think it hard fo great a length to run ; 
<« When fuch the theme, 'twill eafily be done.'' 
• Ye fair I ta draw your exceUeiwe at leagth» 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ftrength; 
You, berti in miniature your picture fee; 
Nor hope from Zincks more juftice dian from me. 
My portraits grace your mtHd, as his jp^file ; ' 
His portraits will inflame, mnt quench, your pndie: 
He's dear, you frugal; choofe my cheaper lay ; 
And be your reformation all -my pay, 

LxviMiAis polite, but not profane ; 
To Cbmtb-zs confhmt as ta Drury-iagek 
She decently, infirm, pays heav'n its due; 
And makes a civil vifit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a fblemn air, 
Copceals her face, which pajis for a prayer : 
Curtfies to curtfies, ther^ with grace, fucceed.; 
Not one the fair omits, but at die Creed. 
Or if ihe joins the Service, 'tis xxxf^eak ; . 
Thro' ditsASvifilence the pent heart might break ; 
Untaught to bear it, women talk awey 
To God himfel^ and fondly diink idagj pray. 
Bvt^fiveet their accent, and their air refln'd; 
For they're before their Maker— and mankind: 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himfelf will toll the pariih bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 
Drusa receives her vifitants in bed; 
But, chafte as ice, this Fefla, to defy 
The very blackeft tongue of calumny. 
When from the fheets her lovely form ihe Kfb, 
She begs youyi^ wou'd turn you, while ftitjhifis. 

Thofe charms are greateft which decline the fights 
That makes the baliquet poignant and polite. 

5 Tiere 
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Tiftri is no 'womafh'<wbere thea-e's .no re/erue ^ ■ , . r 

And 'tis onflentji your poor* lovers /^zrv^. * . . ^ 

But with a modem feir, meridian merit 

Is a fierce thing, they call a tymph ofjj^rit^ 

Mark well the roUings of her flaming eye; 

And tread on tiptoe^ if you (Jare draw nigh. 

«* Or if you take a lion by the beard ♦, 

«* Or dare 4efy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 

•* Or arm'd rhinoceros, or^ rough Rufflan bear," . . . ^ 

Firft make your loillt and then cmverfi with hex. . , , - 

This lady glories in profufe expence ; . - f ";• 

And thinks diftraSion is magnificence. , ' 

Tobeggar her gallant, is ^«r^ delight I . j 

To be more fatal ftill, is exquifite ; 

Had ever nymph fuch reafon to be glad ? 

In duel fell two lovers ; one run mad. 

Her foes their honeft execrations pour; 

Her lovers only fhould detefi her more. 

Fl AVI A is conftant to her old gallant. 
And generoufly fupports him in lus want ; 
But marriage is a fetter, is a (nare, 
A hell, no lady fo polite can bear. 
She's faithful, ihe*s obfervant, and with pains 
Her angel-brood of haftards ihe maintains. 
Nor le^ advantage has the fair to plead. 
But that oi guilty above the marriage-hed. 

•Am ASIA hates a prude, and fcorns reilraint; 
Whatever (he //, fhe'U not appear a faint; 
Her foul fuperior flies formality ; 
So gay her air, her conduct is fi> free. 
Some might fufped the nymph not o-uer-good'^ 
Nor would they be miftaken, if they fiiould/ 

* Shakes?ear£. 

K z Unmarrie4 
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Unmarried Abr A pats on fi^rmal airs; 
Her cofhion's thread^bare with her conftant prayers. 
Her only giief is> that ihe cannot foe 
At once engaged in frdyer atut chdrify. 
And thist to do her joftic^; mnft be faid, 
^ Who'wauldnot think that AtlriA 'Was A nuudf^ 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed; 
For Where's the man that's worthy of their bed f 
If no difeafe reduce her pride' before, 
L AVI N I A' will be ravifti'd 'at threefcorc. . \ • 

Then ihe fubmits to venture in the dark ; 
And nothing, now is wanting— but her (park« 

Lucia thinks happinefs confifts in ftate; 
She weds an ideot, but ftle eats in f late. 
The goods of fortune, which her foul potTefs^ 
Are but the ground of unmade happinefs'; 
The rude material: nvi/dnn add tO this, 
Wifiiom, the fole artificer of blifs ; 
She from herfel^ if ib compelled by need# 
Of thin content can draw the fubtle thread a 
But (no detradlion to her faCred fkill) 
If (he can work in goU, 'tis better flit]. 

If Tui^lia haCd been bl6ft with^^^her (tt&s 
^one could too much admire her excellence : 
But fince ihe can make error fhine fo bright^ 
Sh,e thinks it 'vulgar to defend the right. 
With underftandhig flie is quitd o'er-ruri ; 
And by too great accOmpSfliments undone : 
With (kill ihe vibrates her eternal tongue* 
For ever mofl divinely in the ^rcng. 

Naked in nothing fhould a woman be $ 
But veil her very <wit with modefty : 
Let man difiwer^ let not her dij^kef. 
But yield her chams of mind with fweet delay. 

For 



SfLU YL THE yNIYERSAL PASSION. I33f 

For pleafure fbrni'd, pfervcrfely fome believe. 
To make themfelves important, men muft grieve* 
Lesbia the fair^ to fire her jealous lord, 
^Pretends, thf fop fhe laughs at^ is a4or'df» 
In vain fhe's frcfui of fecret innocence ; 
The fad (he feigns were fcarce a wprfe offence^ 

Mi r a, endow'd with every charm to blefs. 
Has no deiign, but on her hiifband's peace : 
He lov'd her much; and greatly was he mov*d 
At fmall inquietudes in her he lovM. 
•* How charming this /**-T-The pleafure lalled long j 
Now every day the fits ^ome thick and ftrong : 
At laft he found the charmer orly feigned; 
And wks diverted when h&Jhquld be painM. 
What greater vengeance have die gods in ftorc ? 
How tedious life, now fhe can plagiu no more ! 
She tries a thoufand arts ; but none fucceed : 
She's fbrc'd a fever to procure indeed: 
Thus fiddly proved this virtuous, loving luife. 
Her hufband's pidn was dearer than her life* 
Anxious Me L A N I A rifes to my view. 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due : 

yifit, prefent, treat, flatter, and adore ; 

Her majeily, to-morrow, calls for more. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill. 

As unoil'd hinges, queruloufly fhrill. 

** You went laft night with Celia to the ball." 
' You prove it falfe. « Not go ! that's worft of all.*' 

Nothing can pleafe her, nothing not inflame ; 

And arrant contradidions are ^t^fame. 

Her lover muft be^^, to pleafe her fplccn ; 

His mirth is an inexpiable fin : 

For of all rivals that can pain her brea((. 

There's one, that wounds far deeper than the refl i 

K 3 To 
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To wreck her quiets the mod dreadfiil fhelf 
Is if her lover dares enjoy himfelf« 

And this^ becaufe ibe's exquiiitely fair : 
Should I diipute her beauty, how fhe'd ftare ! 
How would Mb l a n i a be furpriz'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd ! And yet the caTe is clear ; 
What's female beauty, but an air divine^ 
Thro' which the mind's alUgentle graces fhine ? 
They, like the fun, irradiate all between ; 
The body charms becaufe the foul Vi/eeu. 
Hence,^ men are often captives of a face« 
They know not why^ of no peculiar grace : 
Some forms, tho' bright, no mortal man can bear | 
Some, none refifi^ tho' not exceeding fair. 

Asp Asia's highly, born, and nicely bred. 
Of tafte refin'd, in life and manners read; 
Yet reaps no fruit from her fuperipr fenfe. 
But to be temc^d by her own excellence* 
w Folks are fo aufeward ! Things fo unpolite !** 
She's tkgantly pain'd fron^ tnom till night. 
Her delicacy's ihock'd where-e'er (he goes ; 
Each creature's imper/e^ions are her ivoes, 
Heav'n by its favour has the fair diftreft. 
And pour'd fuch bleffin^s— that ihe canU be blefL 

Ah ! why fo vain, though blooming in thy fpring^ 
Thou Jhinittgf frail, adored, and ^wretched thing ? 
Old-age luill come ; difeafe may come before y 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threefcwre. 
Thy fortune, and thy charms, may foon decay: 
But grant thefe fugitives prolong their ftay, ' 
Their bafis totters, their foundation fhakes ; 
Life, that fupports them, in a moment breaks ; 
Then 'wrought into the foul let virtues fhine ; 
The ground eternal, as the njuork divine. 

JVLIA> 
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Julia's a manager ; fhe's bom for rule ; 
And knows her w^r hufband is zfooli 
A£emblies holds* and fpins xh&fukle thread 
That guides the loverto his fair one's bed ; 
For difficult amours can fmooth the way* 
And tender letters diS^Ut or convey. 
Sut if depriv'd of foch important cares* 
Her wifdom condeicends to lefs affairs. 
For her own breakfafl j(he'll/r£^^ a/cheme^ 
Nor take her tea without zftratagem ; 
Preiides o'er trifles with zjerious face ; 
Important, by the virtue of grimace* 

Ladies fupresne among amufements reign; 
By nature bom to Jboti?, and entiertain. 
^hxax prudence in a fhare of folly lies : 
Why will they be fo ^weak^ as to be ivije P 

Syrena is for ever in extremes. 
And with a vengeance ihe coaunends« or blames* 
Confcious of her difcemment, which is good, 
^he ftrains too much to make it underilood* 
Vxx judgment juft* htr/entence is too ib-ong ; 
Becaufe ihe's right* ihe's ever in the wrong. 

Brum Etta's wife in aSdons great, and rare; 
But fcorns on trifes to beftow her care. 
Thus ev'ry hour Brunetta is to blame^ 
Becaufe th' occafion is beneath her ainu 
Think nought a trijle, though it fmall appear; 
Small fands the mountain* moments make the year* 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles give* 
Or you may die, before you ti:;iily liye. 

Go breakfafl with Alicia* there you'll fee, . 
Simplex munditiisf to the lafl degree : 
Unlac'd her flays* her night-gown is 9nty'4f 
And what fhe has of head-drefs is afide^ 

JS: 4 She 
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She drawls her words^ and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaih'd her hands, and much befhiiff 'd her face. 
A nail uncut> and head uncomb'd, fhe loves ; 
And would draw on jack-boots^ as feon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Besses maidens might be mift ; 
Her blefied eyes ne'er few a fentale^. 
Lovers, beware ! to wound how can ihe fail 
With fcarlet finger; and long jetty nail ? 
For H ■ y flie firft w/V ihe cannot be. 

Nor, cruel R d, the firfl toaft^ for thee: 

Since full each other llation direnwont 
Who would not be the greateft trafet in town ? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
A female Jloven is an odious fight. 

Fair Isabbli^a is fo fond o/ifamei 
That her dearfilfi% her eternal theme ; 
Through hopes of contradiction, oft (hell fay, 
«* Methinks I look io wretchedly to*day !'» 
iVhen moft the world applauds you, moil beware; 
'Tis often lefs a hlejjing than 2.Jnare, 
Diflruft mankind i with your own heart confer ; 

And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raifes our renown ; 

Our own as furely blows the pageant tlown. 
^ake up no more than you by worth can clum. 

Left foon jrou prove 2. bankrupt in your feme. 
But own I muft, in this perverted age. 

Who moft defirve, can't always moft engage* 

So far is worth from making glory fure. 

It often hinders what it ^W^ procure. 

Whom praifc we mofi ? The virtuous, brave, and wifei 

No ; wretches, whom, in fecret, we defpife. 

And who fo blind, as not to fee the caufe ? 

No rivals rais'd by {\ichdi/creet applaufe; 

Anil 
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And yet> of credit It lays in a fiore. 

By which our fpleen may wound tnu worth the more. 

Ladies there are who diink one crime is ii//«* 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall } 
So fweet is that one crime they don't purfue. 
To pay its lofs, they think all others/ew. 
Who hold tJkat crime fo dear, muft never claim 
0£ injur* d modefty the facred name. 

' But Clio thus : <' What ! railing without end ? 
<* Mean tafk I how much more generous to commend !^ 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do. 
My kind inftruSor, and example too. 
^ DAPHNis,"iays CLro, '' has ft charming eye t 
«« What pity 'tb her ihoulder is awry ! 
<« Asp Asia's fhape indeed— But then her air— 
** The man has parts who finds deilrn^on there. 
f* Almeria's wit has fomething that;'s divine $ 
<' And wit's enough-— how few in all things ihine ! 
^ Selina ferves hex: friends, relieves the poor— 
«« Who was it faid S b l i n a's near threefcore } 
f< Ac Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice; 
f' The world, congratulates fo wife a choice; 
** His lordfhip's rent-roll is exceeding great-^ 
<< But nx>rtgages will fap the b^ft eftate. 
** In Sn E a L £ Y 's form might cherubims appear i 
«< But then— flie has 2l freckle on her ear** 
Without a hut, Hortensi a fhe commends. 
The firft of women, and the beft of friends ; 
Owns her in perfon, wit, fame, virtue, bright : 
3ut how comes this to pafs ?«-She dy'd laft lught 
Thus nyivphs commend, who yet at fatire raU i 
Indeed that^s needlefs, \i fucb praife prevail* 

And whence fuch praife I Our virulence is thrown 

On etheri* Ia9i^> ^itq' fondnefs for our ^n* 

Of 
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Of raiik and riches proiicl, Clboka frowns ; 
PcH* are not ivrmets aldn to trmums f 
Her greedy eye, and her fabfime addrefi» 
The height ^mforiu and fridt conftfs. 
Yon fedt perfedions worthy of her rank; 
QtKi^ feek for her perfedkms at the Bank. 
By wealth nnqaench'd» by reaibn uncontrouI'd» 
For ever bums her facred thirft of gdd. 
As fi>nd of £re-pence^ as the verisft cit\ 
And (joite as maqh detefted as a pait^ 

Can gold ts^faffimh or make rgajm ihme ? 
Can we dig peace^ or wijdom, from die mine i 
WifdoA to ffiA ipt^T ; for 'tis much lefs 
To make owe fortune, than onr bafpimfs. 
That happmefs which great ones often fe^ 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree ; 
Themielves mibleft* The poor are only poor; 
Bat what are they who droop amid their ftore \ 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch offtatei 
The happy only are the truly great. 
Peafants enjoy like appedtes with kings ; 
And thoTe beft fatisfied with cheapeft things. 
Could hotb our Indies buy but one nxwfinfi. 
Our envy would be due to large expence. 
Since ndt, thofe pomps which to the great belong, 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
See how they beg an alms of flattery ! 
They languiQi ! oh fupport them with a lye f 
A decent competence we fully tafle; 
It ftrikes oMv/enfif and gives a'conftant feaft : 
More, we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
The rich muA labour to poJiefs tbeir own. 
To feel their great abundance ; and'requeft 
Their humble friends to belp them to be bleft f 

- To 
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^ofee their treafares, hiar their glory told. 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. , 

Bat fomey great fouls ! and touch'd with warmth diving 
Give gold a price, and teach its Beams \.oJhtne. 
All hoarded treafures they repute a load ; 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well beflow'd. 
Grand re/eruoirs of public happinefs> 
Through^frf/ ftreams difFufively they blefs ; 
And, while their bounties glide conceal'd from view, 
Relie<ve our ivanti, zndjpare our hlujhei too. 
But Satire is my tafk ; and thefe deflroy 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye mifers ! help me to complain. 
And blaft our common enemy, G -n ; 

But our in^e^i'ves muft defpair fncceis ; 
For next to praife, Ihe values nothing lefs. 

What piAurc's yonder, loofen'd from its frame ? 
Or is't AsTURiA ? that affedled dame. ^ 
The brighteft forms, tiiroagh affe&atioMy fade 
To ibange nenxj things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye feir ! fo much your fex wc prize. 
We hate thofe arts that take you from our tyes. 
InALBUCiNDA*s native grace is feen 
What you, who lahour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eafe. 
Retain your gentie felves, and you muft pleafe. 
Here might I fing of Memmia's mincing mien^ 
And all the movements of the foft machine : 
How two red lips afFefted Zephyrs blow. 
To cool the Bohea, and inflame the Beau : 
While one white^/rg-^, and a thumb, confpire 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 

Tea ! how I tremble at thy fatal ftream ! 
As Lethe, dreadful to the Lo^^e of Fame* 

What 
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What devaftadcms on thy banks are feen ! 
'Wx^tfioili^ of mighty names which 9nci have been ! 
An ^rra/Mi^ of charafkers fupplies 
Thy painted altars daily facrifice. 
H— — , P-— , B— — , afpers'd by thee, decay» 
As grains of fineft fugars melt away. 
And recommend thee more ,to mortal taHe : 
Scandal^s the fweet'ner ofz/emmlg feaft 

But this inhuman triomph (hall decline^ 
And thy revolting Naiads call for wim ; 
Spirits no longer (hall ferve undir thee ; 
But reign in thy own cap« exploded tea ! 
CiTaONiA^s nofe declares thy ruin nigh. 
And who dares give Citroni a's nofe the lie ?* 

The ladies long at men of drink exdaim'd. 
And what impair'd both health and virtne, blam'd ; 
At leiigth, to refcue man, the generous lafs 
Stole from her conibrt the pernicious glafs ; 
As glorious as xkt Britijb queen renown^. 
Who fiuek'd the poifon from her hufband's wound. 

Nor to the gla/s alone su% nymphs inclin'd» 
But every bolder vice of bold, mankinds 

O Juvenal \ for thy feverer rage I 
To Ml the rsuiker folUes of our age. 

Are there, among the females of our ifle. 
Such faultSf at which it is a fault to/miU f 
There are. Vice, once by modeft nature chain'd 
And legal ties^ expatiates unreftrain'd ; 
Without thin decency held up to view. 
Naked fhe ftalks o'er haiu and Go^el too* 
Our matrons lead fuch exemplary Uves, 
Men Ugh in. vain for wme^ but for their nm*uis\ 

• ^ohm fill Scere faljum 

Wh^ 
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Who many tbht/refy to range the more. 
And wed one nrnn^ to wanton with a {core. - 
Abroad too kind, at home 'tis ftedfaft hate, • ' 

And one eternal tempeft of debate, i • 

What foui eru|>tions> from a look moft meek ! ' . 
What thunders bitffting, from a dimpled cheek I . 
Their fafflcns bear it with a lofty hand ! . . ; 

£lat then, thdir reujox is at due command. 
I3 there whom yon deteft, and feek hi& life ? ^ . ' 

Truft no foul with the fecret-«-bttt his wife. 
ff^vis. w6nder that their conduct I condemn. 
And afk, what kindred is z^uji to them ? 

What {wtatas of ^xh'TOtis grandmotl^j I fee! 
And miiTes, offttent in iniquity 1 
What blafting whtfpers, and what loud declaifnifig ! 
What lying, drinking, bawding, fwearing, gaming! 
Friendihip fo cold, fuch warm incontinence ; 
Such griping av'rice, fuch profufc expence ; 
Such dead devotion, fuch a zeal for Crimes ; 
Such licensed ill, fuch mafquerading times ; 
Such venal faith, fuch mifapply'd applaufe ; 
Such fiatter'd guilt, and fuch inverted laws ; 
Such diffolution through the whole I find, 
^is not a world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Simdays have no balls, the well-drefs'd Mk 
Shines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of belli 
And cafts an eye of fweet difdain on all. 

Who liftens lefs to C ^ns, than St. Paul. 

Atheifts have been but rare ; fince nature's birtl^ 

Till now, She-atheifls ne'er appeaPd on earth. 

Ye men of deep refearches, fay, whence fprings 

This daring charafler, in timorous things ? 

Who ftart ZX feathers, from an infeSt fly, 

A matdi for nothing— but the -DrrVy. . . . • 

But,' 
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But, not to wipng the £ur, t)ie siofe mjift own 
In this porfiiit they court not fkme alone ; 
But join to that a more fubilantial view, . / 

•* From thinking frte, to be free agents too/' 

They ftrive widi their own hearts, and keep them dowi^ 
In complaiiance to all the fools in town. 
O how they tremUe at the name of f rude. /. 
And die with ihame at thought of being gondl 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay. 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs fay ?. 
They heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a flare | 
Thro' cowardice, moft execrably brave* 
With our dwn jadgments doril we to complyj 
In virtue ihould we live, in glory die. 
Rife dien, my mufe, in honeft fury rife ; 
They dread a Satire, who defy the Skies. 

Atheilh are few : moil nymphs a Godhead own ; 
And nothing but his attribute^ dethrone; 
From atheifts f^r, they fledfaiUy believe 
God is, and is Almighty— —to forgive. 
His other excellence they'll not difputc; 
But mercy» fure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleafures of a fhort duration chaiA 
A lady\ foul in everlafUng pain? 
Will th^ great Author us poor worms deflroy^ 
For now and then zjip of traniient joy I 
No, he's for ever in a fmiling mood ; 
He's like themfelves ; or how could he be good ? 
And they blafpheme, who blacker fcbemes fuppofe.-* 
Devoutly, thus, Jshovah theydepofe. 
The fure/ thejufi/ and fet up, in his Head, 
- A deity, that's perfedlly ^weU-bred. 

« Dear T— l— n ! befure the beft of men ; 
^ Nor thought he more, than thought great Or i gen. 

« Though 
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'' Though once upons time ht tsuQithay'd ; < 

«« Poor Satan I doubtlefs, he'll at length be &vM. 

•* Let priefts .do fomething for their One in Ten; 

" It is their trade ; fo far they're honeft njen. 

^ Let them cant<on> iince they hav;e got the knack» 

*' And drefs their notions, like themfelves, iuMacJi; 

** Fright us with terrors of a world ui^n»wnp 

«* From joys of this, to keep them aU their <twn, 

^ Of earth's fair fruks, indeed, they claim a fee; 

<' But then they leave oar untyth*d tnrtMe ftqsm 

« Virtues a pretty thing to make ^fi?etw : 

«< Did ever mortal write like Roche fog aut f^. 

Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiil. 

And, pleading, fafely enters on his lift. 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane^ 
For what's truebeanty, but fair virtue's/afff 
Virtue made *vifihie in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind. 
The more fhe charms^ the more fHxtJhocks mankind. 

But charms decline : the Fair long vigils keep : 
They deep no more \ • Quadrille has murdered fleep. 
** Poor K— p ! crips Livia ; I have not been there 
** Thefe two nights ; the poor creature will dcfpair. 
** t hate a crowd— but to do good, you know«— « 
** And people of condition Ihould beftow." 
Convinc'd* o'ercome, to K — p's grave matrons run ; 
Now fet a daughter, and nowjfake a fon ; 
Let health, feme, temper, beauty, fortune, fly ; 
And beggar half their race — thro* charity. 

Immortal were we, or elfe mortal quite, 
I lefs (hould blame this criminal delight : 



* Shakispiaks. 
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Bat fince the gay aileinbly's gayeft room 
Is bat an upper ftory to ibme tomb, 
Methinksy we need not oxajhort beings fhiHiy] 
And, thought to^y, contnui to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crinu. 
And give iternky to murder time» 

The love of gaming is the worft of ills ; 
With ceafelefs fbrms the blacken'd Ibol it fills; 
Inveighs at heav'n» negle&s the ties of blood ; 
Deftroys the pow'r and will of doing good ; 
Kills health, pawns honour^ plunges in difgrace. 
And, what is Ikill more dreadful-— fpoils your face. 

See yonder fet of thieves that live on fpoiL 
Thtfiandalj and Uie ruin of our ifle i 
And fee, (ftrange fight !) amid that ruffian band, 
A form divine high wave her fnowy hand ; 
That rattles loud a fmall enchanted box. 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board ihe knocks. 
And as fierce ftorms, which earth's foundation fhpok. 
From ^Bolus's ca.ve impetuous broke. 
From this fmall cavern a mix'd tempeH Hies, 
Fear, rage, convulfion, tears, oaths, blafphemies I 
For ^en, I mean,— the fair difcharges none ;. 
She (guiltlers creature !) fwears to heav'n alone. 

See her eyes fbrt I cheeks glow ! and mufcles fweU I 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her,^ nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys I 
And when the cruel morning caUs to bed. 
And on her pillow lays her aking head. 
With the dear images her dreams are crown'df> , 
The die fpins lovely, or the cards go round ; 
Imaginary ruin charms her flill ; 
Her happy lord is cuckord hyjpadih^ 

A&4 
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And if (he's brought to bed» 'ds ten to one* 
He marks the forehead of her darling fon. 

O fcene of hoirpr, and of wild defpair. 
Why u the dch AxRiDsy fplendid heir 
Conftrain'd to ^t his antient lordly ieat» 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat f 
Why that drawn {word ? And wlience tha^ ^mal cry ? 
Why pale diftradtion thro* the family ? 
See my lord threaten, and my l^y weep. 
And trembling fervants frojn the ^eiffpeft creep* 
Why that g»yJo« to diftant regions fent ? 
What fiends that daugbtef^s deftin'd match prevent ^ 
Why the whole houfe in fudden ruin laid } 
O nothing, but lafl nightrrmy lady/i^V. 

But wanders npt my Satire from my theme ? 
Is this too owing to the Ipve oifamf 
Though now your hearts on hurt are beftow'd^ 
'Twas firfl: a 'uain devotion to the modi ; 
Nor ceafe we ben, fince 'tis a vice fo flrong. 
The torrent fii^eeps all womankind along ; 
Thi^ may be fiud, in honour of our times. 
That none now iHand diftinguijh^d by their crimes* 

If fin you muft, take nature for your guide : 
Jjwe has fome foft excufe to footh your pride : 
Ye fair apoftates firom love's antient pow'r ! 
Can nothing ra^ijht but 9. golden Jhwfrf 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize ; 
Muft Cupid learn Xopunt, ere he cxELpleaft? 
When you're enantf>ur'd of a Itfi or caft. 
What can X}itfuacbfr rnc^t^ tp make \is cbafte ? 
Why muft ftrpng youths ftnmarrfd pine away ? 
They find no woman difengag'd— ^w» //«y, 
Why pine the nuarrfd^O feverer fate ! 
They find from play no difengag'dT^^fl^fr 

Vol. L L F la via. 
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Flavia* at lovers falfe» untouched taA bard. 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor AaaiA 8 bible can fecnre her age; 
Her threefcore years are ihnfling with her page« 
While diath fbnds by, but till the game is done. 
To fweep tbatftake, in jtfiUce, long his onvm ; 
Like old cards ting'd with fnlphur, flie takes fire ; 
Or, like fnaifs funk in fockets, blaases higher. 
Ye gods ! with mnv delights infpire the Pair; 
Or give us/ons^ and fave us from defpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, hufbands, trade/men, cloib 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in pro/e : 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my Creed, 
In fpite of all our wifdom, ypu*!! proceed: 
Our pride fo great, our paflion is fo ftrong. 
Advice to right confirms us in the nurong, 
I hear you cry, « This fellow's very odd.** 
Whenj^o* chaftife, who would not Idfs.the rod ? 
But I've a charm your anger Ihall contrbul. 
And turn your eyes with coldnefs on the vole. 

The charm begins ! To yonder flood of light. 
That burfts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your fight. 
What guaridian pow'r overwhelms your fouls with awe I 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law ; 
'Midft empire's charms, how Carolina 's heart 
Glpws with the love of 'virtue, and of art f 
Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 
Excefs of goodnefs ! it has dawn'd 6n me ; 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults. 
Or godlike deeds were fhown, or gen'rous thoughts. 
She fmil'd, induftrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borronAJ*d luftre drew. 

• Thus the majeftic mother of mankind. 
To her own charms mod amiably blind, 
• Milton. 

On 
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On the green margin innocently ftood. 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryilal flood; 
.6nrve^ thejfirm^r in tlie:pai4t^ J^^v^, 
«Attdj fimling, ^raisVl Ae be^utfes whioh'ihi^ gtve^ / 
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SATIRE VII. 

TO THB RIGHT HONOUB.ABLB 

SIR F.OBERT WALPOLE. 

Carmina turn melius^ cum venerit IpsBj canemus. Vibg. 






ON this laH labour, this my dofing ftrain, 
^mil^, Walpolb ! or the Nint infpire in vain : 
To thee, 'tis due ; that verfe how juftly thine. 
Where Brunswick's glory crowns the whole defign ! 
That glory, which thy counfels make fo bright s 
That glory, which on thee refleds a light. 
' niuihious commierce, and but rarely known ! 
To p<ui, and taht a luftre from the throne. 

Nor think that thoii art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain IS not foreign to the ftream. 
How all mankind will be furpriz'd, to fee 
This flood of Britijb folly charg'd on thee ! 
Say, Britain ! whence this caprice of thy fons, 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs ? 

The 
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The caufe is plaiii»<a Caitfe whkh we maft tdefi ; 
For caprice is the daughter offucce/sf 
(A bad effe^ but from a pleaiing caufe !) 
And gives oar rulers nndefign'd applauie ; 
Tells how their ccmdud bids oar ivealtb increaiQ 
And lulls as in the downy lap ^feace. 

While I farvey die bleffings of our iile> 
Her artt triamphant in the royal finile» 
Her public woimds bound ap, her cndit high# 
Her commerce fprefldiilg fails in every iky. 
The pleafing (bene irecalls ihy theine again; 
And 0iews the madneis of ambitious men; 
Who, fond of bloodlhed, draw the murd'rihg fwoid. 
And bam to give mankind a fingle lotdi 

The follies pail are of a private kiiid ; 
Their fphere is imall; thdr mifchief is coniin'd : 
But daring men there are (Awake, my muie. 
And raife thy verfe !) who bolder frenzy chufe ; 
Who ftung by glory, rave, and boand away ; 
The world their fi^, and hmumkind their ]>rey. 

The Grecian chief, th' eiithufiafl 6f his/W^, 
With rage and terror fblking by his iide. 
Raves round the globe ; he foars into a god ! 
Stand M» Olympus I and fuflain his nod. 
The peft divine in horrid grandeur reigns. 
And thrives on mankind's miferies and pabs* 
What ilaughter'd hofts ! what cities in a blaze ! 
What wafted countries ! and what QmaSonJeas I 
With orphans te^rs his impious bowl overflows. 
And cries of kingdoms luU lum to repofe. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiie 
The boiiProus boy, and blail his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiams on the^oriRr, 
Or/amine,Qtwlca9of They perform 

L 3 Their 
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Their migkty deeds : t^iey, hero4ike, <*aii flay. 
And ipread their ample d^fiuts in a d^y^ 
O great alliance I O (i^Vitae renomi'! 
With tkarthj zxA pefHttntCi fo iH8i« the crowii'.' 
When men extol a wild deftt^yer's name. 
Earth's Builder and Preferver tHey biafpkeme; 

Om to defboy, is murder by the law ;- 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand \h awe % 
To murder /i&oj^/^W/, tdces af fpecions nattie, 
Wai'i glorious art^ and gives immortal Jif^mf^. 

When» after batde, i the field haire fben 
Spread o'er with ghaftly ihapes, which oiici Wet€ mdti ; 
A natiot crttlh'd, a nation of the ^ave f 
A reahn of dekth ! aski on this fide the grave I 
Are there, faid 1, who' from this fad furvey^ 
This buman, chaos, carry (holes away ? 
How did my heart with indigA^on rife ! 
How honeil nature fweH'd 1^ ny eyes ! 
How was I ihock'd to tMiik the hero's trade 
Of fuch maters, /29^ 9^ trim^fb made I 

How guilty thefe ! Ytt Aot Xxk gtiilty they. 
Who reach falfe glory by a fmoother way : 
Who wrap deftruAion up in gentle words. 
And bows, and finfles, more fatal than their fwordsi 
Who ftifle nature, and fttbfift on art ; 
Who coin xhtface, and peftrify the heart i 
All real kindnefs for the fhew difcard. 
As marble poliih'd, and as marble hard; 
Who do for gold what Chriftians do thro' Grace, 
'* With open arms their enemies embrace :" 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 
" The thinneft food on which a wretch can dine :'* 
Or, if they ferve you, ferve you difinclin'd. 
And, in their height of kmdnefs, are wikind. 

5 Such 
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Such courtiBTs were, and fach sfgain may be^ 
Walpole ! when men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceafe, my R^ufe ! ikccatakgue is writ ; 
Nor one more candidate bxfame admits 
Tho* difapiMrinted thcm&ndjs jaftly blame 
Thy partial pc;!^, and l^oai^ an equal cUam ; 
Be this their comfort, .foola, QBPfi^ted here, . 
May furnifh laughtcx for a»Qther year. 
Then let Caispmo, who ^aa ne'er refiis'd . 
The jufiki yet of being w^ abus.'d* 
With patience wait ; ajid h^ content to Tcign . 
The pink of pdippies in fome foture ftrain. 

Some future ftrain* iawUch the Mufe fhall tell 
How Jcience dwindles, and how *voIitmes £w.dL 

How commentatoiis each deark paflage ihun. 
And hold their &rthing candle to thcyun. 

How tortur'd texts to ipeak ottr fenie are madc^ 
And every rice is to the Scripture laid. , 

How mifer^ fquee;^ a young voluptuous peer^ 
His fins toXuciFBR not half fo dear. 

How Ve R R Es is ids qualify'd to ileal 
With f word and piftd, than with wax and ML 

How lawyers' kes to fuch excefs are run. 
That clients are redrefs'd till they're undone. 

How one man's anguifh is another's iport ; 
And ev*n denials coft us dear at court* 

How man ebmally falfe judgments makes. 
And all his joys and forrows are mtfiaies* 

This fwarm of themes that fettles on my pen* 
Which I, like fummer ffies, fhake off again. 
Let others iing ; to whom my weak eUay 
But founds a prelude, and points out their prey : 
That duty done, I haflen to complete 
My own defign ; for Ton son's at the gate. 

L 4 • The 
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I5« LOVE GF FAME, Sat. Vll, 

The love of Fame in its ifftBt ftrVcy'd, 
The Mafe has ftxng ; be how the caufo diQ>lay'd : 
Since h diffiifivei and fo wide its fway. 
What is this p6wer^ whom all mankind obey ? 

Shot from abovfe, by heav'n's indulgence, came 
This generous ardor, this onconqaer'd ftame/ 
To warm, to raife/ tcf deify, ifiilnkind. 
Still burmng brighteft in di6 nobfeft mind.' 
By large-foul'd men, for thii'ft of fasft reftown'd. 
Wife lavDs were framM, and facred iarts were found ; 
Defire of praife firft broke the fatriot*^ reft ; 
And made a bolwaik of the nvsari^t breaft; 
It bids Argyll in fields and fenates ihine* 
What more can prove its origin divine t 

Bat, oh ! this paffion planted in the foul. 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole. 
The flaming minifter K^'virtm meant. 
Set ap falfe gods, and wrong'd her high defcent^ 

Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtfol force. 
Of blots, and l>tti!ities, an alternate foorce ; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of th6 pit. 
Who thrives upon the carcafes of wit ; 
And in art-loving Scarborough u feen 
How kind a pattern Pol l to migbt have been^ 
Purfuit of fame with pedants fills our fchools. 
And into coxcombs burniihes our fools ; 
Purfuit of fame makes folid learning bright^ 
And Newtok lifts above a mortal height ; 
That key of nature, by whofe wit ihe dears 
Her long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the wholes 
Why, and in what degrees, pride fways the foul I 
(For though in all, not equally, ihe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ftndik» 

Ye 
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Ye doctors ! hear the dodiine I difclpfe« 
As trttei as if 'twere writ in doljeft profe ; 
As if a lettered dunce had laid, « rTis right,^* 
And imprimatwr ofher'd it to light 

Ambition* in the truly nohle mind, 
S^ith Sifter-virtue is for ever join'd ; 
As in fam'd Lucregb, who, with equal dread. 
Prom guilt, 3LTidJbame,hy her laft coi^du^, fled : I 

Her virtue long rebell'd in firm difdain. 
And the fword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
But^ when the ilave was threatened to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her Love of Fame obey'd* 

In meaner Minds ambition works alone $ 
But with fuch art puts virtue's afped on. 
That not more like in feature and in mien, 
• The God and mortal in the comic icene. 
Falfe Julius, ambUfh'd in this fair dif§uife. 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize* 

No mafk in iii^ minds ambition wears^ • 

But in full light pricks up her afs's ears : 
All I have fung are inftances of tl^is, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amifs. 

Ye vain / defift from your erroneous ftrife ; 
Be wife, and quit ^t falfe fublime of life^ 
The true ambiuoil there alone refides» 
'Whtvtjuftice vindicates, and ivifdom guides ; 
Where inward dignity joins outward &sitc ; 
Our purpofe good, as our atchievement great ; 
Where public hUffings public praife attend; 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 
Would'ft th^u htfanCdf Have thofe high deeds in view 
Brave men would a£l, ^Q\x^fcandal ihould enfue. 

• Amfbitryq^. 

Behold 
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Behold a Prince ! whom no fwoln dionghts inflame ; 
No pride of throaet, no fever after Fame ! 
Bat when the welfiu-e of manldnd infpires. 
And death in view to dear-boo^t gloiy fires. 
Proud conqnefb then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, fpsrkle in his fight ; 
Tumult and imfi are dear^ which with them brbg 
His people's bleifings to their ardent.king : 
But, when thoie great heroic motives ceafe. 
His fwelling foal fubfides to native peace ; 
From tedious gnmdeur's faded charms withdraws, 
Kfudden foe to-fplendor and applaufe ; 
Greatly dcfisrring his arrears of f^me. 
Till men and angeh jointly fhont his name. 
O pride celeftial ! which can pride difdain ; 
O bleft ambition ! which can ne'er be 'vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the fiy. 
In whofe deep womb unfkthom'd waters lie. 
Here burft the RhorUi and founding Fo ; there ihinc. 
In infant rills, the Dantdf and the Rbitfe ; 
From the rich ftore one fruitful urn fupplies. 
Whole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvefts rife. 

In Brunswick fuch a fource the Mufe adores. 
Which public bleflings thro' half Europe pours. 
When liis heart burns with fuch a godlike aim. 
Angels and ^eorge are ri'vah for the fame ; 
Georgb \ wK)o in foes can foft affedions raife. 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praife. 

• Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives. 
But the mad nxnndsy and the tumultuous nuames, 
Ev*h ftorms (death's fierceft minifters !) forbear. 
And, in dieir own wild empire, learn to ^are. 

^ The king in danger by fea. 

Thus, 
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Thus, nature^s felf, fupporting manh decree. 
Stiles Britain*s fovereign, fovereign of the Jia» 

While y^« and air, great Brunswick ! (hook oar State» 
And fported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
i)epriv'd of what ihe lov*d, and prefs'd by fear, 
or ever loiing what fhe held moil dear, ' 
How did Britannia, like • Achilles, weep. 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep ! 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion Wtirm, 
Strive, for Thee, with the furgp, and fight the ftorm! 

What felt thy Wal POLE, pilot of the realm! 
Our Palinurus f flept not at the helm; 
His eye ne'er clos'd; long fince enur'd to wake. 
And out-watch every ftar for Brunswick's fake : 
By thwarting padQions toft, by cares oppreft. 
He found the tempeft pidlur'd in his breaft: 
But, »0a<;, what joys that gloom of heart difpeU 
No pow'rs of language^->but his own, can tell ; 
His own, which nature and the graces form. 
At will, to raife, or hufh,* the ciml ftorm. 

• HoM.Il.lib.L 

^ Ecce Deui ramum Lttbao rort madtntemt &c* V xr c . lib. V. 
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SEA SERVICE. 



I THINK 



I THINK Myfelf obfiged to recommend toyoa z 
Confideradon of the greateft Importance; and I 
ihonld look upon it as a great HappineTs, if; at l}ie Be- 
ginning of My Reign, I coold fee the Foundation laid 
of fo great and neceflary a Work, as the Increafe and 
Encooragement of our Seamen in general; that they 
may be invited, .rather than compeUt^ by Force and 
Violence, to enter into the Service of their Country, as 
oft as Occafion fludl require it : A Confideration 
worthy, the Reprefentatiye» of « People great ^and 
flourifhing in Trade and Navigation. This leads Me 
to mention to you the cafe of Greppwicb HoJ^itah that 
Care may be taken, by Tome Addition to th^t Fund, to 
render comfbruble and effeAual that charitable Pro- 
irtfon^ibr die Sif port and Maintenance of Our Sea- 
men, worn out, and become decrepit by Age and In- 
firmides, in the Service of their Country. 
[Sfeech, Jatu vjt 1727-8.] 
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OLD Ocean's praif^ 
Demands my lays; 
A truly Britifo tlicme I fing; 
A theme fo great, 
I dare complete. 
And join with Ocean, Ocean^^ King. 

II. 

The Roman Od^ 

Majeftic flow'd : 
Its ftream divinely clear, and ftrong ; 

In fenfe, and found, 

Thebes roll'd profound; 
The torrent roar'd, and foam'd along. 

III. Let 



i6o TO THE KING. 

III. 

Let nihs, nor Rami, 
So fam'd, prefume 

To triumph o'er a northern Iflej 
Late tune (hall know 
Thq Nartb can gif^. 

If dread Augustus deign to finile. 

IV. 

The Naval crown 

Is all His own! 
Our Fleet, if war, or commerce, call. 

His will performs 

Through waves and ftorms. 
And rides in (riumph round the ball 

V. 

No former race. 
With ftrong embrace. 

This theme to ravifli durft afpire; 
With virgin charms 
My foul it warms. 

And melts melodious on my lyre. 

VI. 

My lays I file 
With cautions toil; 

Ye graces! turn the glowing lines; 
On anvils neat 
Your ftrokes repeat; 

At every Iboke the work refines I 



VII. How 
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VII. 

. How mufic charms ! 

How metre warms! 
Parent of adlions> good and brave! 

How vice it tames ! 

And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave! 

VIII. 

Jo^e mark'd for man 

A fcanty fpan. 
But lent him wings to fly his doom; 

Wit fcorns the grave ; 

To Wit he gave 
The life of gods I immortal bloom ! 

IX. 

Since yeta-s will fly. 

And pleafures die. 
Day after day, as years advance; 

Since, while life lafts, 

Joy fuffers blafts 
From frowning Fate, and fickle Chance*^ 

X. 

Nor life is long; 
But foon we throng. 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid ftiore; 
We ipake, at leaft. 
Of 6ad the ^^, 
If in life's phantom. Fame, we foar. 
yoh.l, , M 'XI. Our 
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XL 

Oar ftrains divide 

The laurel's pride; 
With, tfaofe we lift to life, to live; 

By ftme enroU'd 

Wilh heroes bold, 
Awi Am the bleffifltgs which we givei 

XIL 

What hero's praife 
- Can fire my lays. 
Like; His, with whom my lay begw? 

«* yi^/V#.fiiicere, 

« And camragi clear, 
<' Rife the two columns of his throne* 

XIIL 

•« How form'd for fway I 

•* Who look, obey; 
^' They read the monarch in his fortt 

" Their love and awe 

« Supply the ttpw\ 
« And his. wa luftre makes the court :*^. 

XIV. 

On yonder height, 

What gdden light 
Triumphant ihines? And ihines alone f 

UnrivallM Haze I 

The nations gaze! 
'Tis not the Sun; 'tis BntMtf% throne. 

XV. Our 



N. 
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Oar Monarch, there, 

RearM high in air» 
Should tempefts rife, difdains to bend ; 

Like Brittjb oak. 

Derides the ftroke; 
His blooming honours far extend I 

XVI. 

Beneath them lies. 

With lifted t^ti^ 
Fair Albion^ like an amorous maid; 

While intereft wings 

Bold foreign kings 
To fly, like eagles, to his (hade» 

XVII. 

At his proud foot 
They^/i, pour'd out. 
Immortal nourifhment fupplies; 

Thence nnealth zxA ftaUf 

Which Ettr$fi reads in ^GiwrcE'^s cyeu 

XVIII. 

From what we view. 

We toke the clue. 
Which leads from great to greater things : 

Men doubt no more. 

But gods adore. 
When fttch refemblance ihines in kings. 
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MR. POP E. 
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WHIL ST }rx>tt at STwiPffAMr pkn: tfa^ futiure wood. 
Or turA the vcdfunies of the vAkt %t^\gp^, 
Our fcnate^inects ; }a,t partie?,:^ artfesbawU 
And pamphlets fton the flre^Sj and load th^ ft^U t .. 
So rafhbg tide^ bring things obfcene to Ughjt/ 
Foal wrecks emerge, and dead dog» fwim in fight ; 
The civil torrent foams, the tiunultre^gn^^ .» 
And CoDRus' profe works ap» and Lico'^-fiftifks* 
Lo ! wl^at bomtelia^t riik, what rnfli frotm highft 
Where fpecnlatioij rooftcd near the (ky ; 
Letters, Eilays, Sock,*Bttflun, Satire, Song, 
And all the Qiirrk^ thunders .on the throng ! 

O PoPB 1 1 burft ; nor can, nor will, refrain ; 
I'll w4tc ; kt otb<^9 in their turn, complain : . . 

M 4 . . Trace, 
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Truce, truce, ye Vandals I my tormented ear 
Lefs dreads a pillory than a pamphleteer ; 
I've heard my fe\f to death ; and, plagu'd each hour. 
Shan't I return the vengeance in my pow'r ? 
For who can write the true abfurd like me ? — — 
Thy pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee ? 

Pope ! if like mine, or Codrus', were thy ftylc. 
The blood of vipers had not ibiin'd thy £le ; . 
Merit lefs folid, lefs defpite had bred ; 
They had not ifit, and then they had not ilid. " 
Fame is a public miftrefs, iK>ne enjoys. 
But, more or lefs, his rival's peace deftroys ; 
With fame, in juft proportion, itruy grows ; 
The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
Slight, peevifh infe&s round a genius rife. 
As a bright day awakes the world of flies ; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To fhew they live) they flutter, and they fling : 
But as by depredations wafps proclaim 
The faireft fruit, fo thefe the fairefl fame. 

Shall we not cenfure all the motley train, ' 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign ? 
Whether they tread the vale of profe, or climb. 
And whet their appedtes on difFs of rhyme ; 
The college (loven, or embroider'd fpark ; 
The purple prelate, or the parifh derk ; 
The quiet quidnunc, or demanding prig ; 
The plaintiff tory, or defendant whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or iad; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad ; 
Profoundly duti, or fhallowly polite ; 
Men that read well, or men that only write ; 
Whether peers, porters, tayk)rs, tane the reeds» 
And meafuring words to meafuring fbapes fucceeds ; 

For 
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For bankrupts write, when ruin'd Ihops are fhut. 
As maggots crawl from out a perifh'd nut. 
His hammer this, and that his trowel quits. 
And, wanting fenfe for tradefmen, fcrve for wits. 
By thriving men fubfifts each other trade ; 
Of every ^rfl>f«i craft a /^TnV^'s made : 
Thus his material, P^per, takes its birth 
From tatter'd fags of all the ftuff on earth* 

Hail, fruitful ijle,! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old ibng:, 
Thee well a land of liberty we name. 
Where all are free to fcandal and to fhame ; 
Thy fons, by print, may fet their hearts at eafe. 
And be mankind's contempt, whene'er they plede ; 
Like trodden iilth, their Yile and abjed fenfe 
Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives (^fience : 
This heavy profe our injur'd reafo^ tires ; 
Their verfe immoral kindles loofe de^res : 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our^rime. 
Our fport and pity, punilhment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors on* 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 
One lofes his eftate, and down he fits» 
To fhew (in va}n !) he (till retains his wits : 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen ; 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the fpleen : 
Some write, confin'd by phyiic ; (bme, by debt; 
Some, for 'tis Sunday ; fome, becaufe 'tis wet ; 
Through private pique fome do the public right. 
And love their king and country out of fpite : 
Another writes becaufe his father writ. 
And proves himfelf a baftard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound? 
Neither : Why write then ? He wants twenty pound : ^ 

His 
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His belly^ net kSi hmas, dui impuiTe give ; 

Hell grow inxxMNrta] ; for he caanot live : 

He rubs his aw^ front, and Stakes diis reaai. 

With no i^ovifion inade» but of Iub themes . 

Perhaps a title has his haacy fnit, : . . 

Or a quaint maHo, which hcf thinks iias .wit'r . . 

He writes, in infpuration pots ids truil, / 

Thd* wrong his. thoughts, the ja^ Will make them j«ft ; . 

Genios diredly )&om the ^j xidcends. 

And who by labo,tir wonkl diftruft^^^w^iBic / 

Thus having reaWd wi(^xonfiimnia);e.iki]I# 

In immortality he dips his ^iSH : 

And* fince-Uank piqper is deiiyfd ^ pi^efju . . 

He miugles the whdk alphabet by gueft:' 

In various feti, which 'VaiiQttSiWJQrds.coqqHlfe 

Of which, he hopes, maideind Ae iD)esaQing,kivqfws« 

So founds fpqntaneotts fcom A^ fHyl krol;e» 
Dark to herfelf the wonders which ti^efpqkfi t 
The prieils fpund out the meaning* if they cou'd ; 
And nations fUr'd at what none underftood. 

CLODiadrefs'd, dancM, drank, vifited, {tbc Whole 
And great concern of an ioiniprtal foul !) 
Oft have I faid, ** Awake ! ^xift ! s^d ilrive 
«• For birth ! : nor think to Ipiijer is to Hve I'* 
As oft I over]^e^rd the d^emtfi iay. 
Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, 
« m meet th€iy ymb^ «^ White's;:" The youth reyJiqi, 
^ rU meet ^kee, there,* and falls, his facriiice ; 
His fortune fciuander'd^ i^T^s his virtue bare 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind to cvVy fnare : 
Clod 10 for bread his indolence muft quit^ 
Or turn a foldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we ! ail,, but life, they (lake; 
How m^ft Sfmn tremble^ and die Gertnan ihake ! 

• Such 



Sach writcrsAav* we4 aU'but fenfe, ibfsy^v^^ 

£v'ii Geor g b'« pruTe is dated ^roni the MiM.. 

In arms contenijfjiiMe, in ai«« profane, 

Sach Avords, fuch .pens« dUgrace a ihonarch^s idpu 

Reform your lives before you thus afpire. 

And fteal (for yott^^jfoa/; celeftial fire. - 

O! the juft'contraft ! O the beaateous^ife!. 
'Twixt their cool wntuigSr widfMark Me : 
They write with pt^effoit but then they live widt imf 
They cheat the kader; and ^their voorks the bny^. 

I reverence miifbttune, not deride; . 
I pity poverty,: bttt^kugji at pride: 
For who lb £id»1>iit miift fome mirth oonfefs. 
At gay CASTRyctt-io'^ mifcellaneoafi djjefsi 
Though there's but one of the dull work* he wiote^ 
There's ten editions af his old lac'd ooat. 

Thefe, nature's comiiipftcrs. Who want a hdi!ie» 
Claim the wide wo]4d(br'ihdr iBa|e^c demeV 
They make a private ftudy of the ft wet ; 
And looking full on every man they meet, 
Ron foufe againft his chaps ; who ftands amaz*^ 
To find they did not fee, but «nly gaz'd. 
How muft thefe bards be rapt into the &ies ! 
You need not read, yovt fid dieir ecftafies. 

Will they perfift ? 'Tfe madnefs ; Lintaiy -ran. 
See them confin'd . " O that's already done/* 
Moft, as by fcatfes, by the worksthey fmiit. 
Have took; fcf fife, poffeffion of the Mini^. 
If yoii miftatee, and pity thefe poor men. 
Eft Uluhris\ they cry, and write again; 

Such wits their n&ifimce mahfidly expoie» 
And then pronouAee juft judges. learning's fees ; 
O frail vcondufioii; ^e re verfe is true; 
if foes to learning, diey'd fee friends*to-yoa : 

Treat 
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Treat thein^ ye judges ! with an honeH fcorn. 
And weed the cockle from the generous corn : 
There's true good-nature in your difrefped ; 
In juiHce to the good, the bad negled : 
For immortality, if hardfliips plead. 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O t what wifdom can convince a fool. 
But that 'tis dulnefs to conceive him dull ? 
'Tis fad experience takes the cenfor's part, 
Conviftion, not from reafon, but from fmart. 

A virgin-author, recent from the prefs. 
The fheets yet wet, applauds his great fuccefs ; . 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 
Thofe in his hand^ and glory in his head ; 
*Tis joy too great ; a fever of delight ! 
His heart beats thick, nor clofe his eyes all night : 
But riling the next morn to clafp his fame» 
He finds that without ileeping he could dream: 
So fparks, they fay, take goddefles to bed. 
And find next day tlie devil in their ftead. 

In vain ad'vertifements the town o'eripread; 
They're epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 
Who prefs for fame, but fmaU recruits will raife; 
'Tis njolunteers alone can give tlie bays. 

A famous author vifits a great man. 
Of his immortal work difplays the plan. 
And fays, " Sir, I'm your friend ; all fears difmifs^ 
« Your glory, and my own, fliall live by this ; 
« Your pow'r is fixt, your fame thro' time convcy'd, 
** And Britain Europe's Queen— if I am paid." 
A Statefman has his anfwer in a trice ; 
« Sir, fuch a genius is beyond all price ; 
** What man can pay for this ?"_Away he turns ; 
His work is foldecC and his bofom burns : 

His 
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His patron he will patronize no more ; 
Bat ruikes like a tempeil out of door. 
liOft is the patriot, and extind his name ! 
Oat comes the piece, another, and the fame ; 
For Ay his magic pen evokes an O, 
And turns the tide of Eumpe on the foe : 
He rams his quill with fcandal, and with fcoflf; 
But 'tis fo very foul, it won't go off: 
Dreadful his thuwiers, while unprinted, roar; 
But when once publifh'd, they are heard no more. 
Thus diftant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw. 
The block's a block, and turns to mirtli your awe. 

Can thofe oblige, whofe heads and hearts are fuch ? 
No ; every party^s tainted by their touch. 
Infedled peribns fly each public place ; 
And hone. Or enemies alone, embrace : 
To the foul fiend their every paffion's fold : 
They love, and hate, extempore, for gold ; 
What image of their fury can we form ? 
Dulnefs and. rage, a puddle in a ftorm. 
Reft they in peace ? If you are pleas'd to bt^. 
To fwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they fly : 
Write they with rage ? The tempeft quickly flags ; 
, A State-UIyJies tames 'em with his bags ; 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Jenu : 
For Chriftian minifters of ftate are few. 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head. 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead. 
Which far and near ejaculate, and fjpbut 
O'er tea and coffee^ poifon to the rout : 
But when they have befpatter'd all they may. 
The fbtefman throws his fikhy fquirts away \ 

With golden forceps, thefe, another takes. 
And flats elixirs of the vipers makes. 

* 3 The 



174 K » 1 S:T L Z . t 

The riclefl ftitefmaB wantv wkerewMtdi tt^ /^ 
A fervUe fycophant, if wdl they weigh 
How much it coftk the wretch to be fo fade ; 
Nor can the greanji powers enoagk dHJgnugi 
Enough chafit/e, fuch prtbftitnte appkoff^ 
If well they weigh how mock it ftaifts their cai|fe« 

Bat are our writers eyep in i^ wrdng ? 
Does virtue ne'er fedoce thr vena^/tdngoe? .. f ( . 
Yes ; if well^brib'd^- fea virttie felf they igiit:; c 
Still in the wrong, tho' champions for the right: 
Whoe'er their crimes for intici»fk oxty ^it. 
Sin on in virtue, and good deedis commit. 

Nought but inconftancy BriUtfmUk meets. 
And broken faith in their abandoned (heets) 
From the fame hand^how various is the page ! 
What civil war their brothei^ pam^fcts wage I 
Trades batde trkis^ feff-contradi^^ns glaire; 
Say, is this lunacy f---I wiih k were. 
If fuch our writers; fanned at thejight. 
Felons may blefs their ftars they cannof wri» I 

How juftly FfcOTBus^ tranfmigrations fit 
The monftroua changes Of a mc^etti^wit ? ^ 
Now, fddi a gentle /rAJW of eloquence 
As feldom rifes to the rerge of fenle; 
Now, by norad rage^ transfbrm'd into-zjlaiiu. 
Which yet fit engines, well apply'd, can tame i 
Now, on imxnodcft trafli, i^tfivim ehjcenu 
Invites the towtt to flip at Drurj-lme % 
A dreadful lion, now hr roars^ at pow'r. 
Which fends him to hi^ brothers at the 5WV ; 
He's now zfirpenti and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay ficks, the feet of thofc he fhmg t 
What knot can^bind him, his evafion fuch f 
On/B knot he well de(^nres, which oight do much*- 
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The flood, ftooae, Ame, theilom tiidfdiefiidB^ 
Thofe fivefold monftens* modern andiors ttttlce : 
The Stiait reigns moft; Snakes^ Plikt fkys, are bra4 
When the ^-A/«'s pertfli'd ki- a human headt 
Ye groT'liag, troddca, .whip^ ftnpt» mmcoat things 
Made up of venoni* liolattcis,, ftains^ and ftings ! 
Throvim from the TWr ef K^^ietdge^VAut yea* cuift 
To fcribfole in the d«ft^ was Snake the firft. 

What i£the;^jyfr fliduld iskfad prove trae ! 
It did in £lkbnah» whf not in yov? 
Poor Elksnah, ^ (tther changes pafl^ 
For bread in SmitbfieU dtagim 1^ at M» 
Spit ftreams of fire to make dw hatdiers ga|)^ 
And found his mmneiis fiated to hit iiape: 
Such is the fate of^talcatiniiiqypl/di : 
So liv'd your Prototypg^ imd^fis he^y^ 

Th' abandoned maiinen of bur witting traift 
May tempt mankind to thii^ religio» vain; 
fittt in dttir fiUB, thdv habi^ and thenr mien» 
That gods there are is twSxsooAf^ {tat : 
Heav'n ftan^! afafol v'd hf. viengeande on dieir pen^ 
And marks the miudcters^offaxneTtobimen: \: 
Through meagre jav^^they. drair thaurvemd breathy 
As ghailly. as their brothers tn Matheth : 
Their feet through faithlefs leather meet the dir^ 
And oftne^ changed their principles than (hirt* 
The tranfiefit veftments of thefe frugal men, 
Haftens to paper for our mirth again : 
Too foon ( O merry-melancholy fate !) 
They beg in rhyme» and warUe through a grate x 
The man lampooned forgets it at the fight ; 
The friend through pity gives, the foe through (pite^ 
And though full confcious of his injur'd purfe, 
Li M TOT relents, nor Cub,ll can w^ diem worfe. 

' $ • • s» 
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So fkre.tlie men,- who writers daic commence 
Without their /tf/^«/> probity, and fenfe. 

From theft, their politics oar qmdnuucs feek. 
And Saturday's the learning of the week : 
Thefi labonring wits, Hke pavioars, mend our ways. 
With heavy, hoge, repeated, flat, eflkys; 
Ram their coarfe nonfenfe down, though ne'er fo dull ; 
And hem at every thump upon your ikuU : 
Thefe ftaunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry. 
And honeft folly echoes to the lye, 
O how I laugh, when I a blockhead fee. 
Thanking a villain for his probity ; 
Who flretches out a moft refpedful ear. 
With fnares for. woodcocks in his holy leer; 
It tickles thro' my foul to hear the cock'^ 
Sincere encomium on his friend theyor. 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights J 
While gracelefs Reynard liftens-^till he bites. 

As when the trumpet founds, th' o'erbaded ftate 
Difcharges all her/^or zxA profligate ^ 
Crimes of all kinds difhonour'd weapons wield. 
And prifons pour their filth into the field ; 
Thus nature's refufe, and the dregs of men» 
Compofe the black militia of the petu 
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AL L write at London \ fhall the rage abate 
Here» where it moft fliould (hine> the Mufisfiat f 
Where, mortal or immortal, as they pleafe. 
The leam'd may chufe eternity, or eafe ? 
Has not a * Royal Patron wifely ftrove 
To woo the mufe in her Athenian grove ? 
Added hew filings to her harmonious (hell^ 
And giv'n new tongnes to thofe who fpoke fb well ? 
Let thejt inibufl, with truth's illuftrious ray. 
Awake the world, and fcare our owls away. 

Mean while, O friend ! indulge me, if I give 
Some needful precepts how to nurite^ and Iwe ! 

* His late Majefty^s benefaftion fbr modem lansiuige& 
Vol., I. N Scrjou* 
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Serious (honld be an author's final views ; 
Who write for pure amufement, ne'er amufe. 
/ An Author! ^is a venerable naine ! 
How few deferve it, and what numbers claim ! 
Unbleft with fenfe above their peers refin'd. 
Who fhall (land up, di&atws to mankind ? 
Nay, who ^zxtjbine^ if not in 'virtue*^ caufe ? 
I TluLt fole proprietor of juft applaufe. 

Ye refUefs men, who pant for lettered praife. 
With whom would you confult to gain the bays ?-i- 
With thofe great authors whofe fam'd works you read I 
*Tis well : go, then, confult the laurell'd fhade. 
What anfwcr will the laurell'd fhade return ? 
Hear it, and tremble ! he commands yon bum 
The nobleft works his envy'd genius writ. 
That boaft of nought more excellent than w/>. 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth moft dread. 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 
Fontaine and Chkucer, dying, wifli'd unwrote, . 
The fprightlieft efforts of their wanton thought : 
Sidney and Waller^ brighteil fons of fame. 
Condemn the charm of ages to the flame : 
And in one point is all true wifdom caf!;. 
To think that early we muH think at loft. 

Immortal wits, ev'n deady break nature's lawtj^ 
Injurious ftill to virtue's facred caufe; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revcrs'd ambition I) pant to ht forgot. 

Thus ends your courted/^m^ ; does lucre then^ 
The facred thirji oi gold, betray your pen ? 
In profe 'tis blameable, in verfe 'tis worfe. 
Provokes the mufe, extorts Jpollo^s curfe ; 
His facred influence never fhould be fold ;, 
'Tis arrant Simon)^ to £ng for gold : 
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*Tis immortality ihould fire your mind; 
Scorn a lefs paymafter than all mankifiir* 

If bribes you feek, know this, ye wriing tribe I 
VSHio writes for virtue has the largeft bribe : 
All's on the party of the virtuous man ; 
The good will furely fef ve him, if they can ; 
The bad, when intereft, or ambition guide> 
And 'tis at once their inttrejt and their pride : 
But ihould both fail to take him to their care» 
He boafts a greater friend, and both may (jpare. 

Letters to man uncommon light difpenfe ; 
And what is virtue, but fuperior fenfe ? 
In parts and learning you who place your pride. 
Tour faults are crimes, jrMtr crimes are double-dy'd. 
What is a fcandal of the firft renown. 
But lettered knaves, and atheifts in a gown ? 

'Tis harder far to pleafc than give ofFetice ; 
The leaft mifcondudl damns the brighteft fenfe ; 
Each (hallow pate, that cannot read your name. 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreffions deep 
On thofe, that o'er a page of Af/Zfwr fleep : 
Nor in their dulnefs think to fave yottr fhami». 
True, thefe are fools; but wife men fay the fame. 

Wits are a ddpicable race of men. 
If they confine their talents to the pen ; 
When the man (hocks us, while the writer fhines. 
Our fcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence fome difpenfe^ 
And play the fool, becaufe they're men of fenfe. 
What inftances bleed recent in each thought. 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought ! 
Againi): their wills what numbers ruin fhun. 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ! 

N 2 Nature 
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Nataie has fhewn* by making it (b rare. 
That wfV's a jewel which we need not wear. 
Of plain {o^acaHfenft life's current ^oin is made^ 
With that we drive the moft fubftantial trade. 

Prudence prote^ and guides us ; wit betrays ; 
A fplendid fource of ill ten thonfimd ways ; 
A certain fnare to miferies inunenfe ; 
A gay prerogative from common fenfe ; 
Unlefs ftrong judgment that wild thing can tame. 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the beft, 
Senfe fills your head, and genius fires your bread; 
Yet; ftill forbear: your wit (confider well) 
'Tis great to fhew, but greater to conceals 
As it is great to ieize the golden prize 
Of place or power ; but greater to deipiie. 

If iHll you languifh for an author's name. 
Think private merit lefs than public fame, ' 

And fancy not to write is not to live ; 
Deferve, and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is ; how dear 'twill coft. 
To write one page which you may juftly boaft. 

Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prefs $ 
Who write, an awful charader profefs ; 
The world as pupil of their wifdom claim. 
And for their flipend an unmortal fame : 
Nothing but what is folid or refin'd, 
Should dare afk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 
|Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ: 
/^o writer, fam'd in your own way, pafs o'er; 
^uch truft example, but reflection more : 
More had the ancients writ, they more had taught ; 
Which fliews fome work is left for modem thought, 

3 This 
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This weigh'd, perfedlion know; and, known, adore; 
Toil, burn for that ; but do not aim at more ; 
Above, beneath it, the juft limits fix ; 
And zealouily prefer four lines to &x. 

Write, and re^write, blot out, and write again. 
And for its/wi/hiefs ne'er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praife* 
Slow runs the Fegafus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay, * 

Is jufl and wife ; for lefs is thrown away; 
Tim€ only can ma&re the labouring brain; 
Time is the father, and the midwife ptun : 
The fame good fenfe that makes a man excel. 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 
Downright impoffibilities they feek ; 
What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excufe no fault ; though beautiful, 'twill harm ; ? 
One fault fhocks more than twenty beauties charm. ! 
Our age demands corre6lne(s ; Addifon 
Andyou this commendable hurt have done. | 

Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The ivbole is mortal, if a part*% unfound. 

He xhztftrikes out, and ftrikes not out the hejl. 
Pours luilre in, and dignifies the reft : 
Give e'er fo little, if what's right be there. 
We praife for what you bum, and what yo\i/pare .* 
The part you bum, fmells fweet before the fhrine. 
And is as incenfe to the part divine. 

t^OT frequent write, though you can do it well ; 
Men may too oft, though not too much, excel. 
A few good works gain fame ; more fink their price ; 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 
They granted you writ well, what can they moir,, 
Unlefs you let them praife for giving o'eri 

N J .Da 
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Do tolMj what you do« and let yoar page 
Smiley if it £aules» and if it rages» rage. 
So faintly Lucius cenfores and qooiinends. 
That Lucius has no foe$» except his friends. 

Let Jafire lefs engage yoa than afflauft ; 
It ihews a generous mind to wink at flaws ; 
Is genius yours ? be yours a glorious end> 
Be your king*^^ countrf%^ trutb% rdigunC^ friend ; 
The public glory by your own beget 5 
Run nadons> run pofterity, in debt. 
And fince the fam'd alone make others live, 
Firfl hoFve that glory you prefume to gi'uc. 

If (adre charms> ftrike faults^ but ipare the man ; 
'Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high ;• 
Round your own fame the fatal iplinters fly. 
As the ibft pluHie gives fwlftnefs to the dart. 
Good-breeding fends the fatire to the heart. 

Painters and furgeons may ^zfiruSiure fcan \ 
Genius and morals^ be with you the man : 
Defaults in thofe alone fhould give offence ! 
Who ftrikes the fer/on, pleads his innocence. 
My narrow-minded fatire can't extend . 
To Codrus* form ; I'm not fo much his friend : 
Himfelf fhould publifh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, fhort, thin, or fat. 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in th^t. 
Is that call'd humour ? It has tliis pretence, 
*Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenfe, 
Unlefs you boafl the genius of a ^^iftj 
Beware oi humour ^ the dull rogue's laji Jhift. 

Can others write like you ? Your taik give o'er, 
*Tia printing what wa^ publilh'd long before. 

3 ^f 
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If nonght pccuUar thfoogh your labours run. 
They're dupficates, and twenty are b« one. 
Think fre^ntly, think clofe, read nature, turn 
Mens manners Ver, smd half your volumes bum; 
To nurfe with quick refiedion be ybw ftrife. 
Thoughts bom from prefent objcfts, warm from life: 
When moft unfought» fuch infpirations rife. 
Slighted by fools, and ckerifh^d by the wife : 
Expe€t peculiar fame from thefe alone ; 
Thefe make an author, thefe are all your owfti • 

Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o'er ; 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threefcorc. 
True, all men think of courfe, as ^1 men dream ; 
And if they flightly think, 'tis much the Aune. 

Letters admit not of a half-renown ; 
They give you nothing, or they give a cr&wn* 
No work e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can^ 
But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty xhit/uhjeS, cogent the difcourfit 
Clear be the^/p, the very Jbund of ^rcei 
£afy the condu^, fimple the ^^%», 
Striking the moral, and the Joul divine : 
Let nature art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 
O'er learning reafon reign ; o'er that, your Cree^: 
Thus virtue* s feeds, at once, and laureP^ growf 
Do thus^ and rife a Pope, or a DeJ^eau : 
And when your genius exqui£tely (hines. 
Live up to the full lufbre of your lines : 
Parts but expofe thofe men wha virtue quit ; 
A fallen angel is a &llen wit ; 
And they plead Lucifer*^ detefted caufe. 
Who for bare talents challenge our applaui^ 
Would you reftore juft honours to the pen } 
From able writers rife to worthy men. 

N 4 « Who's 
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«' Who*8 this with nonfenfe, nonfenfe would refb^in i 
^ Who's this (they cry) ib vainly fchooU the vain } 
^ Who damns our traih> with fo moch trafh replete? 
^ As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rsuls at meat ?" 

Shall I with Bawius then my voice exalt. 
And diallenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge Examens overwhelm my page. 
And darken reaibn with dogmatic rage ? 
As \f, one tedious volume writ in rhime. 
In profe a duller could excufe the crime : 
Sure, next to writing, the moft idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we iing. 

At that tribunal flands the writing tribe. 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 
^ime is thcx judge ; Time his nor friend nor foe; 
Falfe fame muft wither, and the true <will grow. 
Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy ; 
For if I fall, by my own pen I die ; 
While fnarlers ftrive with proud but fruitlefs pain. 
To nvound immortals, or to Jlay the Jlain. 

Sore preft with danger, and in awful dread 
OF twenty pamphlets levellM at my head,, 
Thus have I forg*d a buckler in my brain. 
Of recent form, to ferve me this campaign : 
And fafely hppe to quit the dreadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and ileep behind my (hield ; 
Unlefs dire Codrus roufes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me— -for a day. 

As turns a flock of ^^^{^, and, on the green. 
Poke out their foolifh necks in awkward fpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage !) to hifs, not bite. 
So war their quills, wheny^^^ of dulnefs write. 
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THRICE happy Job f long Hv'd in Regal State, 
Nor faw the fumptuous Eaft a prince fo great ; 
Whofe worldly ftores in fuch abundance Baw*d, 
Whofe heart with fuch exalted virtue glow'd. 

At 

* It IS diCputed amongft the critics who was the author of tho 
book ofyohi ibme give it to Mofes, fome to others. As I was en^ 
gaged in this little performance, fome arguments occurred to mc 
which favour the former of thofe opinions ; which arguments I hav» 
ilung into the following notes, where little elfe is to be expeded. 

f The Almighty's fpeech, chapter xxxviii, &c. which is what I 
paraphrafe in this little work, is by much the fineft part of the no> 
bleft and moft ancient Poem in the world. Bilhop Fainck fays, its 
grandeur is as much above all other poetry, as thunder is louder than 
a whifper. In order to fet this diftinguiihed part of the poem in a 
feUer light, and give the reader a clearer conception of it, I have 

abridged 
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At length iniafortones take their tarn to reigii» 
And ills on ills facceed ; a dreadful train I 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong. 
The fword wide-wafling, the reproachful tongue. 
And ipotted plagues^ that nvu-k'd his limbs all o*cr 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ? 
A change fo fad what mortal heart could bear f 
Exh^ufted woe had kit hun nought, to fear; 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he preil. 
Wept in the duft, and forely fmote his breaH. 
His friends arx>und ^e deep af&idlioQ moum*d. 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan retumM; 
In angoifh of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And fesr*n IcHig days in foljsmn filence fpent;, 
A debt of rev'rence to diftrefs fo great ! 
Then Job contained no more; but curs'd his fate» 

abridged the preceding and fubfequent parts of the poeniy and joined 
them to it ; fo that this piece is a fort of aa epitome of the whole 
boc)k of Job. 

I ufe the word paraphrafi, becaufe I want another which might 
better anfwer to the uncommon liberties I have taken. I have 
omittedi added, and tranfpofed. The mountain, the comet, the fun, and 
other parts, are entirely added : thofe upon the peacock, the Hon, &c. 
are much enlarged ; and I have thrown the whole into a method 
hiore fuited to our notions of regularity. The judicious^ if they com- 
pare this piece with the originali will, I flatter myfelf, find the rea- 
fons for the great liberties I have indulged myfelf in through th« 
whole. 

Lot^mts has a chapter on interrogations, which (hews that they 
contribute much to the fublime. This fpeech of the Almighty is 
made up of them. Interrogation feems indeed the proper ftyle of 
majefly incenfed. It differs from other manner of reproof, as bid- 
ding a perfon execute himfelf, does from a common execution ; for 
be that aflu the guilty a proper queftioii> makes him, in efFe^> pafs 
fentence on liimfelf. 

Hii 
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His day of Mrtih, its inaufpicioas light 
He widies funk in (hades of endlefs night> 
And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, inftant death ; impatient for the grave. 
That feat of b&fs, that manfion of repofe. 
Where reft and mortals are no longer foes ; 
Where counfellors are hufli'd, and mighty kings 
(O happy turn !} no more are wretched things. 

His words were daring, and difpleas'd his friends ; 
His condud they reprove, and ke defends ; 
And now they kindled into warm debate. 
And fentiments oppos'd with equal heat ; 
Fix'd in opinion, both refufe to yield. 
And fummon all their reafon to the field i 
So high at length their arguments were wrought* 
They reach'd the laft extent of human thought : 
A paufe <nftt'd.— When, lo I Heav'n interpos'd. 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible iurprize, 
A fudden whirlwind blackened all the ikies : 
(They faw, and trembled * !) From the darknefs broke 
A dreadful voice, and thiTs th' Almighty fpoke. 

Who gives his tongue a loofe fo bold and vain, 
Cenfures my condud, and reproves my reign ? 



• The book of Job is well known to be dramatic, and, like th« 
tragedies of old Greece, is fi6llon built on truth. Probably this molt 
Aoble part of it, the Almighty fpeaking out of the whirlwind (fo 
fuitable to the after-pra^ice of the Greek ftage, when there hap- 
pened dignus vindice nodus J is fieiiitious { but is a fi&ion more agree- 
able to the time in which Joh iived, th^n to any fmce. Frequent 
^fore the Law were the appearances of the Almighty after this 
manner,, Ex§d. c. xix. Eztk. c i. &c. Hence is He faiU to dwell in 
iinck darkntfi: Ji/id have his waj/ in the Vihirlwind* 

Lifts 
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Lifb up his thoughts againft me from the dn^ 

And tells the World's Creator what is jull ? 

Of late fo brave* now lift a dauntlefs eyew 

Face my demand^ and give it a reply : 

Where did'il Thou dwell at nature's early birth? 

Who laid foundations for the fpacions %mrth f 

Who on its furface did extend the line* 

Its form determine* and its bulk confine ? 

Who fix'd the corner-flone ? What hand* declare^ 

Hung it on nought* and faften'd it on air ; 

When the bright morning ftars in concert fung* 

When heav'ns high arch with loud hofannas rung} 

When fhouting fons of God the triumph crown*d* 

And the wide concave thunder'd with the found ? 

Earth's num'rous kingdoms^ haft Thou view'd them all } 

And can thy fpan of knowledge grafp the ball ? 

Who heav'd the mountain, which fnblimely ftands* 

And cafts its (hadow into diftant lands ? 

Who* ftretching forth his fceptre o'er the dkff 
Can that wide world in due fubjedion keep ? 
I broke the globe* I fcoop'd its hollow'd fide* 
And did a bafon for the Hoods provide ; 
I chain'd them with my word ; the boiling fea* 
Work'd up in tempefts, hears my great decree; 
«« • Thus far, thy floating tide ihall be convey*d ; 
•* And here, O main, be thy proud billows ftay'd." 

• There is a very great air in all'that precedes, but this is UgcsaXtf 
fublimc. We are ftruck with admiration to fee the vaft and luigo- 
Vernable ocean receiving commands, and pundlnally obeying them ; 
to find it like a managed hotfc, raging, toflling, and foaming, but 
by the rule and dire^ion of its matter. This paflage yields in fubli- 
mity to that of Let there he light, ice. fo much only, as the abfolute 
government of nature yields to the creation of it. 

The like fpirit in thefe two paflages is no bad concurrent ai^g*- 
nenty that ^fofes is author of the book of Job. 

Haft 
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Haft thou explored tintfierets of the deep» 
Where, fhut fr(mi uTe, uAnumber'd treafares ikep I 
Where, down a thoufand fathoms from the day. 
Springs the great ibuntab, mother of the Tea ? 
Thofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er treac^ 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er they head ? 

Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to Thee ? 
Death's inmofl chambers didft Tkou ever fee f 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
. To the black portal through th' incumbent (hade f 
Deep are thofe (hades ; but fhades ftiU deeper hide 
My counfels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the Ugbt ? In what refulgent dome f 
And where has darknefs made her difmal home ? 
Thou kiiow'ft, no doubt, fince thy large heart is franght 
With ripen'd wifdom, through long ages brought; 
Since nature was call'd forth when Thou waft by. 
And into being rofe beneath thine eye 1 

Are mifts begotten ? Who their &ther knew f 
From whom defcend the pearly drops of dew f 
To bind the ftream by night, what hand can boaft. 
Or whiten morning with the hozxyfrofi ? 
Whofe powerful breath, from northern regions blown. 
Touches ^e fea, and turns it into ftone ? 
A fudden defart fpreads o'er realms de^c'd. 
And lays one half of the creation wafte ? 

Thou know'ft Me not ; Thy blindneis cannot fee 
How vaft a diftance parts thy God from Thee. 
Canft Thou in nuhirhwinds mount aloft ? Canft Thou 
In clouds and darknefs wrap thy awful brow ? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian light. 
Put forth thy hand, and (hade the world with night ? 

Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Sufpended Teas aloft* from pole to pole ? 

Who 
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Who can refrefli the barning (andy plain. 
And qoench the fanuner with a wafte of rain ? 
Who, in rongh defaits, far from human tcnl. 
Made rocks brbg forth, and defolation iinile ? 
There blooms the roTe, where hmnan face ne*er (hone. 
And ipreads its beauties to the fun alone* 

To check the (how'r, who lifts his hand on high. 
And (huts the fluices of th* exhaufted iky. 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins. 
Her naked mountains, and her rufiet plains ; 
But, new in life, a chearfol profpedt yields 
Of ihining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 
When groves and forefls laviAi all their bloom. 
And earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume ? 
% Haft Thou e'er fcal'd my wintry fkies, and feen 
Ofiail zndjkows my northern magazine ? 
Thefe the dread treafures of mine anger are. 
My funds of vengeance for the day of war. 
When clouds rain death, and ftorms, at my command. 
Rage through the world, or wafte a guilty land. 

Who taught the rapid ou/Wj to fly fo hft. 
Or fhakes the centre with his eaftem blafl ? 
Who firom'the fkies can a whole deluge pour ? 
Who flrikes through nature with the folemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall. 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? 
Not he who trembles at tha darted fires. 
Falls at the found, and in the flafh expires. 

Who drew the comet out to fuch a fize. 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the fkies ? 
Did Thy refentment hang him out? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein. 
That guides the/m*/ along th' ethereal plain ? 

Appoint 
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Appoint their feafonsy and 6irt€t their courfe, 
Thdr luih-e brighten, and fupply their force ? 
Canft Thou the &ies benevolence reflrain> , 

And caafe the Pleiades to ihine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion fparkles from his fphere. 
Thaw the cold feafon, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazzarotb his deitin'd ftation know. 
And teach the bright ArSurus where to glow ? 
Miiie is the night, with all her ftars ; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I referve in ftore. 

Doft Thou pronounce where day-light fhall be bom. 
And draw the purple curtain of the mom; 
Awake the^/r, and bid him come away. 
And glad thy world with his obfequious ray } 
Haft Thou, inthron'd in flaming glory, diiv'n 
Triumphant round the fpacious ring of heav'n ? 
That pomp of light, what hand fo far difplays. 
That diftant earth lies baddng in the blaze ? 

Who did xht/oul with her rich powers inveft. 
And light up reafon in the human breaft f 
To ihine, with frefh increafe of luftre, bright. 
When ftars and fun are fet in endlefs night ? 
To thefe my various queftions make reply. 
Th* Almighty {poke ; and, (peaking, fhoc^ the ^y. 

What then, Cbaldaan Sire, was thy furprize ! 
Thus Thou, with trembUng heart, and down-caft tyz^\ 
^ Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 
** My tongue has err*d.; but ftiall prefume no more. 
** My voice is in eternal iilence bound, • 
'* And all my foul falls proftrate to the ground." 

He ceas'd : When, lo ! again th' Almighty fpoke ; 
The fame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke. 

Can that arm meafure with an arm divine ? 
And canft thou thunder with a voice like Mine } 

Vox,. I. O Or 
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Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The balk of waters, the wide-fpreading main. 
When, mad with tempefb, all the billows rife 
In all their rage, and da(h the diitant ikies ? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence array 'd; 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r difplay'd; 
Put on omnipotence, and, frowning, make 
The {pacious round of the creation ihake ; 
Difpatch thy vengeance, bid it over^^ow 
Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 
And crumble them to duft. When This is don^ 
1 grant thy fafety lodg'd in Thee alone; 
Of Thee Thou art» and may*4 undaunted ftand 
Behind the bugler pf t^iine QV(\i right-hand. 

Fond man I the vifion of a moment made ! 
Pream of a dream 1 and fhadow of a fhade ! 
What worlds had; Thpu produced, what creatures fiamM |^ 
What infedls cjieriih'd, that thy God is blam'd i 
When * psdn'd with hunger, the wild Ravai^% brood 
Loud c^Us on God, importunate for food. 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarfe isequei^ 
And ftills the clamour of the craving nefl i 

Who in the ftupid OJiricb f has fubdu'd 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude I 

While 



* Another argament that l^fis was the author, is> that nukft of 
the creatures here mentioned are J£^ptiaru The resUoa giyeo whjr 
the raven is particularly mentioned as an obje^ of the care of P^ovi•^ 
dence, is, becaufe by her clamorous and importunate voice, flie par«». 
ticularly (eems always calling upon it; thence wofSurrm a tiife^r 
JElian. 1. ii. c. 4S» is to afi tarmJUf, And iiiiee there were ravens on 
the bank of the l^k more clamorous than the rdft of that fpedes, 
thofe probably are meant in that place. 

f There are many inftaaces of thi^ bird's ftofiMity ? X^^ tw^ 

fo^ice^. 
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While far (he flies> her fcatter'd eggs are fosndj 
Without an Owner, on the iaiidy ground $ 
Caft out on fortune^ they at mercy lie> 
And borrow life from an indulgent iky t 
Adopted by the fun, in blaze of day. 
They ripen under his prolific ray* 
Unmindful fte, that fome unhappy tread 
May crulh her young in their neglefted bed* 
• What tiJtte £he (kirns along the £eld with (peed* 
t She fcoras the rider* and purfiiing fteed. 

fuffice. F;V^ it covers its head in the reeds> and thinks itfdf all 
out of fight> 

Ridaidum yevohia a^ut, ctedupu ItOtrt 

%e non ipfa vidct *•, Claud. 

Seamdly^ They that go in purfuit of them, draw the ikin of ad 
Oftrich*s neck on one hand> which proves a fufficient iure to tako 
them With the othen 

They have fo little brain, that I^Iic^abalus had fix hundred heads 
for his fupper. 

Here we may obferve, that our judicious as well as fublifinc au- 
thor, juft touches the great points of diftinaioa in each creature, 
and then haftens to another. A defcription is exaA when you can- 
not add, but what is common to another thing } nor ^i^bJraw, but 
fomething peculiarly belonging to the thing defdibed, A /ikcwfs id 
loft in too much defcription, as a meatiag often in too mucb 
illuftration. 

• Here is marked another /»rf«//> quality of this creature, which 
neither flies nor runs diredly, but has a motion compofed of botb» 
and ufing its wings as fails, makes great fpeed, 
Fajia velut Libya; venantum t/ocibui ales 
Cum premtm-y calidas curfu tranfmU^it artnasf 
Inque modum veli JtwaHs Jandiu femds 
Puhnulenta ^olat * , . . . Claud, in Eutr. 
t Xmopbon fays, Cyrus had hiorfes that could overtake the goat and 
<>* th« 
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How rich the Peacock / • what bright glories ran 
From plume to plume, and vary in the fun ! 
He proudly fpreads them, to the golden ray 
Gives all his colonic, and adorns the day ; 
With confcious ftate the fpadous round difplays. 
And flowly moves amid the. waving blaze. 

Who taught the Hcnuk to find> in feafons wife. 
Perpetual fummer, and a change of fkies ? 
When clouds deform the year, ihe mounts the wind. 
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears the ftorm behind ; 
The fun returning, ihe returns again. 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Tho* ftrong the Hawk f, tho' praais'd well to fly. 
An Eagle drops her in a lower iky ; 
An EagUy when, deferting human iight. 
She feeks the fun in her unweary'd flight : 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 
So high in air, and fet her on the dift. 
Where far above /^ world ihe dwells alone. 
And proudly makes the ftrength of rocks her own; 

the wild afs ; but none that could reach this creature. A thoufand 
golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was the itated price of a horfe 
that could equal their fpeed. 

• Though this bird is but juft mentioned in my author, I could 
Bot forbear going a little farther, and fpreading ihofe beautiful 
plumes (which are there ftiut up) in half a dozen lines. The cir- 
cumitance I have marked of his opening his plumes to the fun is 
true f Expandit cobra adveffi maxime file, quia Jxc fulgetdius radiant. 
Pliii* l.x. C. 20, 

f Thyams (de Re Accip.J me;itions a hawk that flew from Paris tp 
London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its fwiftnefs, made it their fym- 
bol for the wind ; for which reafon we may fuppofe the hawk, as 
well as the crow aitvt, to have been a bird of note in Egypt. 

3 Thenc* 
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* Thence wide o'er natare takes her dread furvey. 
And with a glance predcilinates her prey ? 
She feails her young with blood; and, hov'ring o'er 
Th' unflaughter'd hoft, enjoys the frmis*d gore. 

t Know'ft Thou how many moons, by Me affign'd. 
Roll o'er the mountain Goati and foreft Hind, 
While pregnant they a mother's load fuftain ? 
They bend in angiufh, and caft forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed ; 
Walk unfuftain'd, and unaifiiled feed ; 
They live at once ; forfake the dam's warm fide ; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or feek the diftant glade ; 
And find a home in each delightful ihade. 

Will the tall Reemy which knows no Lord but Me, 
liOw at the crib, and afk an alms of thee ; 
Submit his unworn fhoulder to the yoke. 
Break the ftifF clod, and o'er thy furrow fmoke ? 
Since great his ftrength, go trufl him, void of care ; 
Jjay on his neck the toil pf all the year; 

* The eagle is faid to be of fo acute a fight, tiiat when (he is fo 
high in air that man cannot fee her, (he can difcern the fmalleO fifh 
under water* My author accurately underftood tlie nature of the 
creatures hQ defcribes, and feems to hav« been a Naturaliil as well 
as a Poet, which the next note will confirm. 

f The meaning of this queftion is, Knoweft thou the time and chm 
cumjlancei of their bringing forth > For to know the time only was 
cafy, and had nothing extraordinary in it ; but the circumilances had 
fomething peculiarly expreffivc of God's Providence, which makes 
the que(iion proper in this place. Fliny. obfervcs, that the hind with 
young is by inftinft direfted to a certain herb called SefdiSf which 
facilitates the birth. Thunder alfo (which looks like the more im^ 
mediate hand of Providence) has the fame effe^. P/. xxix. In fo. 
early an age to ubfervc thefe things, may llile our author a Natu- 
ralift. 

O 3; Bid 
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Bid him bring home the feafons to diy dooiv. 
And caft his load among thy gathered ftores. 

Didft thoa from fenrice the Wild-Afs diichargcw 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large* 
Through the wide wafle, hft ample mai^iMy roam. 
And lofe himielf in his unbowided home } 
By nature's hand magnificently fed. 
His meal is on the range of mountains fpreadf 
As in pare air aloft he bpunds along. 
He fees in diftant fmoke the city duxmg ; 
Confcipus of freedom, fcorns the fmothcr'd train^ 
The threat'ning driver, and the fervile reim 

Survey the warlike ^mt;^/ didil Thou inveft 
With thunder, his robufl diftended eheft ? 
No fenfe of fear his dauntiefs foul allays | 
'Tis dreadful to behold his nofbils blaze ; 
.To paw the vale he proudly takes delight^ 
And triumphs in the ftdnefs of his might ; 
I£gh-nus'd he finufis the battle from afar» 
And bums to plunge amid the raging war ; 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around. 
And in a Ibrm of fury ihakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his rifing hearty advance 
Full on the brandifh'd fword, and fhaken lance f 
While his fix'd eye-balls meet the dazzling fhield. 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ! 
He finks the fenfe of pain in gen'roos pride. 
Nor feels the fhaft that trembles in his fide ; 
But neighs to the ihrill trumpet's dreadful blafb 
Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his laft. 

But, fiercer ftill, the lordly Lioft ftalks. 
Grimly majeflic in his lonely walks j 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly; 
He clears the dcfart with his rolling eye, 

3 S^* 
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Say, mortal, does he toxiik at thy coiiiinahdj; 
And roar to Thee, and live uj^n thy hand ? 
Doft thou for him in forefts b^fid thy bow. 
And to his gloomy den thfe morfel tbroi^. 
Where bent on death lie hid Ws tawfiy brood. 
And, coach'd in dreadful ambttfh, pant for blood ; 
Gr, ftretch'd ofi brokeri limbs, confume the day. 
In darknefs wrapt, and (lumber o*ct their prey ? 
* By the pale moon they take th^ir deftin'd round. 
And lafli their, fides, and ftfrious tear the ground. 
Now (hrieks, arid dyhig gfOans^ the defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend ; thfeir rav'nous jaws diftil 
With crimfou fi^^un ; and, when the banquet's 6'ef, 
They ftride away, and paint their fieps with gore ; 
In flight alone the flifephetd puts his trofi. 
And fhudders at the tdoti in the dufi. 

Mild is my Behmoth^ though large his fratin^; 
Smooth is his temper, and repreft his flame. 
While unprovok'd. This native of the flood 
jLifts his broad foot, and puts afhore for food ; 
Earth fiidcs beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 
See with what firength his harden'd loins are bound. 
All over proof and (hut againfi a wound. 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail ! 
Nor can his complicated finews fail. 
Built high and wide, his fblid bones furpafs 
The bars of iteel; his ribS are ribs of brafs; 
His port majeftic, and his armed jaw, ' 

Qive die wide foreft, and the mountain, law, 

* Purfuing their prey by night is tfue of moft wild beafts, pai'tU 
folarly the lion. Ff* cvi. 20. The Arabians have one among their 
§90 names for tlie lion; which fignifies the hunter by moonjhmt,. 

^ The 
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The moontsdns feed him ; ther? the beafts admire 
The mighty ftranger, and in dread retire ; 
At length his greatnefs nearer they farveyji 
Graze in his ihadow« and his eye obey^ 
The fens and marfhes are his cool retreat. 
His noontide (helter from the burning heat; 
Their fedgy bofoms his wide couch are mad^ 
And groves of willows give him all their (hade. 

His eye drinks Jordan up» when fir'd with droughty 
He trails to turn its current down hisi throat ; 
In lefTen'd waves it creeps along the plain : 
* He finks a river, and he thirAs again. 

f Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful fidei^ 
Caft forth thy line into the fwelling tide : ' 
With (lender hair Leviathan command. 
And ilre^h his vafhiefs on the loaded ilrand* 
Will he become Thy fervant ? Will be own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at Thy frown ? 
Or with his fport amufe thy leifure day. 
And, bound in filk, with thy foft maidens play i 

Shall pompous banquets fwell with fach a prize I 
And the bowl journey round his ample fize i 



• Cephefi glaclale caput fuo fuetus anhttam 
Ferre fititn Pytbony ammmjue enfertere ponlo* 

Stat. Theb. v. 349* 
^i Jpiris tegeret montes, hour tret biatu 
FJuminay ice Claud. Pref. in Ruf. 

Let not then this hyperbole feem too much for an eallem poet, 
though fome commentators of name ftraiu hard in this place for a 
new conflru^lion, through fear of it. 

•f The taking the crocodile is moft difficult. Diodorui fays, they 
are not to be taken but by iroji nets. When jSuguftus conquered 
Bgypt, be flruck a medal, the imprefs of which was a crocodile 
chained to a palm-tree, with this infcription, Nemo antea reiigavit. 

Or 
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Or the debating merchants (hare the prey. 

And various limbs to various marts convey ? 

Thro' his firm fkull what fteel its way can win ? 

What forceful engine can fubdue his ikin ? 

Fly far, and live ; te^ipt not his matchlefs might ; 

The braved ihrink to cowards in his fight ^ 

• The ralhcft dare not roufc him up : Who then 

Shall turn on M^» among the fons of men ? n 

Am I a debtor ? Hafl thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts that arc on Me conferred ?• 
My lavifh fruit a thoufand vallies fills. 
And Mine the herds, that graze a thoufand hills : 
Earth, fea, and air. All nature is my own ; 
And ilars and fun are dud beneath my throne. 
And dar'fl Thou with the World^s great Father vie. 
Thou, who doft tremble at my creature's eye ? 

At full my huge t9*viathan (hall rife, 
Boaft all his ftrength, and fpread his wond'rous. fize. 
Who, great in arms, e'er ftripp'd his fhining mail. 
Or crown'd his triumph with a fingle fcale ? 
Whofc heart fuftains him to draw near ? f Behold, 
Defirudtion yawns ; his fpacious jaws unfold. 
And, marfhal'd round the v((ide expanfe, difclofe 
Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on rows : 
What hideous fangs on either fide arife ! 
And what a deep abyfs between them lies } 

• This alludes to a cuftom of this creature, which is, when fated, 
with fi(h, to come aihore and flecp among the reeds. 

f The crocodile's mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
lays Plinyy fit Mum Of. Martial fays to his old woman. 

Cum com^arata ri^ihus tuis ora 
Niliacus babet CrocociUus artgujia. 

So that tlie exprellion there is barely jull. 

Mete 
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Mete with thy knee, Vmd with thy plamfflet kfoai. 
The one how loitag, the other how. profbnnd. 

His balk is charg'd with fnch a fiiiioiis fool. 
That cloods of fmoke from'his fpread noflrils rdBt, 
As from a furnace ; and, when roas'd Ins ire* 
* Fate ifliies from his jaws in ftreams of fire. 
The rage of tempefts, and the roar of feas. 
Thy terror, this thy great Superior pieafe ; . 
Strength on his ample fhoulder fits in ftate ; 
His well-jmn'd limbs are dreadfully complete ; 
His flakes of folid fiefli are flow to part; 
As fteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

When, late awak'd, he rears him from the floods. 
And, ftretching forth hu fixture to the etoods. 
Writhes in the fun aloft his fcaly height. 
And ftrikcs the diAant hflls with tranfient lights 
Far round are fatal damps of terror fpread. 
The Mighty fear, nor Wufli to own their dread. 

+ Large is his front ; and, when his bumifli'd eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning feems to rife. 

In 

* This too is nearer truth th^ at firft view mzy be imagmed: 
The crocodile, fay the natnralifts, lying long under water, and being^ 
there forced to hold its breath, when it emerges^ thie breatii long 
repreft is hot, .and burft€ out fo violently, that it referobles fire and 
fmoke. The horfe fupprelTes not his breath by any n^eans fo long^ 
neither is he fo fierce and animated ; yet the moft corredl of poets 
ventures to u(e the fame metaphor concerning him. 

ColUSumfue premens voJvit fub mribus ignem. ' 

By this and the foregoing note I would caution againft afalfe optt 
nion of tlie eaftern boldnefs, from paflages in them ill under- 
stood. 

f Hii eyti an like the eye-lids of the morning, I think this gives us as 
l^reat an image of the thing it would cxpref?; as can enter the 

thougHl 
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In vain may death in varions (t&Lfes invade. 
The fwift-wing'd arrow, the defending blade ; 
His naked breaft their impotence defies ; 
The dart rebounds, the brittle faachH>n flies. 
Shut in himfelf, the war without he hears. 
Safe in the temped of their rattling fpears ; 
The cumber'd ilrand their wailed vollies fiirow ; 
His fport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His pafiimes Uke a cauldron b(»l the flood. 
And blacken ocean with the riling mud ; 
The billows feel him, as he workff his way ; 
His hoary footfteps fliine along the fea ; 
The foam high-wrought, with wlutie divides the green. 
And diHant faiiors point where deadi has been. 



' thought of man. It is not improbable that the Egyptians ftole their 
hieroglyphic for the iporning, which is the crocodile's eye, from 
this paliage, though no commentator, I have feen, mentions it. It 
is eafy to conceive how the Egyptians Ihould be both readers and ad- 
mirers of the writings of Mofes, whom I fuppofe the author of this 
poem. 

I have obfervcd already that three or four of the creatures here 
defcribed are Egyptian ; the two lad are notorioufly fo, they are the 
river-horfe and the crocodile, thofe celebrated inhabitants of the 
Nilt ; and on thefe two it is tliat our author chiefly dwells. It 
would have been expedted from an author more remote from that 
river than MofeSf in a catalogue of creatures produced to magnify 
(heir Creator, to have dwelt on the two largeft works of his hand, 
v/». the elephant and the whale. This is fo natural an expedlation, 
that fome commentators have rendered behemoth and hviathan, the 
elephant and whale, though the defcriptions in our author will not 
admit of it ; but Mofis being, as we may well fuppofe, under an 
immediate terror of the hippopotamos and crocodile, from their daily 
mifchiefs and ravages around him, it is yery accountable why he 
^ould peripit tbem to take place* 

His 
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, His like earth bears not on her fpadtMis £ice: 
Alone in na^ore ftands his dauntlers race. 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd. 
In wrath he rolls hb balefbl eye around : 
Makes ev*ry fwoln, difdainfal heart, fubfide,. 
And holds dominion o'er the fons of pride. 

Then the ChaU/gan eas'd his lab'ring breafi^ 
With full convidUon of his cruie opprefL 

** Thou can'ft accomplifh All things^ Lord of Migh(: 
*f And ev'ry thought is naked to Thy fight. 
** But, oh ! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
** Beyond the deepcfl reach of mortal eye. 
" Oft have I heard of Thine Almighty Pow*r ; 
«* But never faw Thee till this dreadful hour. 
<* O'erwhelm'd with (hame, the Lord of life I fee, 
** Abhor myfelf, and give my foul to Thee. 
*< Nor (hall my weaknefs tempt Thine anger more ; 
<' Man is not made to quefticn^ but odors** 
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Let tbefia make a noije, let the foods clap their hands* 

Pfal. xcriii. 



L 

SWEET rural fcene! 
0£ flocks and green! 
At cardefs cafe my limbs are fpread; 
All nature ilill. 
But yonder rill; 
And lift'ning pines nod o'er my head : 

Ih 

In profpe^ wide. 

The boundlefs tide! 

Waves ceafe to foam, and wiuds to lowt 

Without a breeze. 

The curling fcaa 

Dance on, in meafure to the ihofe* 

IIL Who 
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III. 

Who fings ihejburce 

Of 'U)€altb apd force f 
VaU field of cammerce^ and big ac/ar> 

Where ijmukrs dwell! 

Where terrors fwell ! 
And Neptune thunders from his car? 

IV. 

Where? Where arc they. 

Whom Pofonh ray 
Has tpuch'd, and bid divinely rave ?«— 

What! none afpire? 

I fnatch the lyre. 
And plunge into the foaming wave* 



The wave refounds I 

The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my fong reply ! 

I lead the choir. 

And they confpire. 
With voice and (hell, to lift it high. 

VI, 

TJ^ey fpread in aic 

Their bofoms fair. 
Their verdant treiTes pour behind: 

The billows beat 

With nimble feet, 
Witii notes triumphant fwell the wind. 

VIL Who 
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VII. 

Who love the fhore, 

L^t thofe adore 
The God Jj^I/o, and his Nine^ 

Pamajus' hill. 

And OrfJbeus'ikm; 
JBut let AriQf^i harp be mine. 

VUI. 

The main ! the main 1 

Is Britain^s reign ; 
Her ftrcngth, her glory, is Yitr fleet : 

The main I the main I 

Be Britain*^ ftrain ; 
As Tritons ftrong, as Syrens fweet^ 

IX- 

Thro' nature wide 
Is nought defcry'd 
So rich in pleafure or furprize ; 
When all-ferene. 
How fweet the fcene ! 
: How dreadful, whea the billows rife 5 

X. 

And ftorms de&ce 

The fluid glafs. 
In which cre-while Britannia fair 

Look'd down with pride. 

Like Ocean^s bride, 
AdjulEng hep majeftic air ! " 

Vol. I. P ^I. When 
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XL 



WJlCB tgiMipgfli c c a fcj 

Andy hofli'd in peaoe^ 
The flattened fingci finoodiljr fpcea^ 

Deep filencekeep. 

And fecm to ikep 
Rccombent on iheir o(»7 bed 1 

XII, 

^tk what a trance^ 

Tbe level glance. 
Unbroken, fhoots along the feaij 

Wiiicb tempt fiom ihore 

The painted oar; 
.And every canvas cosrts the breese! 

XIU. 

When mlhes forth 

The frowning north 
On black'nifg billows* with what dread 

My (huddering ibul 

9eholds them roll. 
And hears their roarings p'^r my hea4 1 

XIV. 

With terror, mark 

Yon flying bark I 
Now center-deep defcend the braver 

Now, tofs'd on high» 

// takes the iky, 
A feather oi) the tow'ring. wave ! 



XY. Vow 
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Ndw fpiils )ut)a»d 

In Mfhirfs profoiind : 
HbW whcWd; it6w pendant lietr Ac dbudsj 

Now ftilnh*d> it reels 

MiM thunders p^tih : 
And no^ fictte KghtAiiig fires Jtfcfe ilttonds. 

xn. 

AllBArimmsf 

ChlkA returhs ! 
And blends^ once utore^ th^ jfeas aftd ildfes $ 

No ^paci betwefen 

Thy bofbm grfe^i, 
O deiep.! and tbs blt^ conpave, liei. ^ 

XVII. 

Tbe jiprthefn Halt 

The fliatter'd maft. 
The fyrt, the whirlpool, and ihe rock^ 

The bfeafcii^ fpout. 

The Hars gone out. 
The boilin;^ Ariei^ht, Ae monlferi ftodt^ 

xvnt 

i-et others fear ; 

To Brktdh deir 
WhateVr projinotes her dating daun; ■ 

Thofe terrors charm, 

Whkh keep her warm 
Jn ch?ce of hutic^ gain« or feme. 

f z XIX-Thft 
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XIX. 

The \ftars are bright 
To chear the night. 

And ihedf thro' ihadows, temper'd lire; 
And Pbcehts* flames. 
With bumiih'd beams. 

Which ibme adont and all admin. 

XX. 

Are then the ieas 
Outfhone by thejkf 

Bright Thetis! thoa art not oatfhone; 
With kinder beams. 
And fofter gleams. 

Thy bofom wears them as thy own. 

XXI. 

Thertf fet in gneut 

Gold-ftars are feen, 
A mantle rich ! thy charms to wrap; 

And when the fan 

His race has run. 
He falls enamoar'd in thy lap. 

XXIL 

Thofe €louds9 whofe dyes 

Adorn the ikies. 
That filvery«OT<;, that pearly rmnt 

Has Phabus ftole 

To grace the pole. 
The plunder of th'» invaded main ! 
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XXIII. 

The gandf how^ 

Whofe colours glow, 
Whofe arch with fo much (kill is bent. 

To Fheehu^ ray. 

Which paints fo gay. 
By thee the wat'ry woof was lent. 

xxiy. 

In chambers deep. 

Where waters deep. 
What unknown treafures pave the floor! 

The pearU in rows. 

Pale iuftre throws; 
The ^wealth immenfe, which ftorms devour. 

XXV. 

From Indian mines. 

With proud deiigns. 
The merchant, fwdn, digs goldfsn ore; 

The tempers rife. 

And feize the prize. 
And tofs iiim breathlefs on the fliorCb 

XXVI. 

His fon complains 

In pious ftrains, 
« Ah cruel thirft of gold !" he cries; 

Then ploughs the main. 

In zeal for gain. 
The tears yet fwelling in his eye». 

P 3 XXVII. Thott 
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XXVIL 

fhoii fffuCry^v^ i 

What mbppdb are caft 
to, to ^y ixfi^vi flqwjbigt o'l^ ! 

Thy p^p«4eft f9«^ 

Moft b^PV 1]^ hdme; 
Bat ngj« of gfil^ dji^ibim. ^ (k^- 

Gold, pU^ur4 tmysi 

But pleafi^re dji/esy 
Tpp^ (i)on th^ gcoiii fruition cloys $ 

Tho* r^ti^^s comt, 

The>;/r is ikort; 
*Bot i^n^ kindtes liviog^ joys ;. 

XXIX, 

Joy? fdt ah»e ! 

Joys aik*d of iion« ! 
WWk time's and fortune's arrovirs sufti/ 

Joys th$t fobfifl^ 

• Tho' fates refifl^ 
An fy^recarip^st endleis blifsJ 

XXX. 

The fool r^V 

Is moft. inglin'i 
To cyeyy iwra/ expellmioe; 

All. vice is dall# 

A knave's a fool ; 
And liirtm. is. t^e child fifjitifi. 
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The virtaoQs mmi, - 

Nor ivave, nor nvhtdf 
Nor dvil rage, nor tyrant*8 fio>vnj 
' The fhaken ball. 

Nor planet's fall. 
From its firm bafis can deduxnaie. "^ 

XXXfL 

This Britain knows. 

And therefore glows 
With gen'rous paffions, and expepds r 

Her fweakb and ztal 

On public weal. 
And brightens both bygod-Iikie epds» £ 

XXXIIk 

What end fo great ' 

As that which late 
Awoke the genius of the main, $ 

Which tow'ring rofe 

With George to clofe. 
And rival great Eliza's, reign ^ 

XXXIY. 

A voice has flown 

From Britain^s throne 
To re-inflame a grand defigfi; 

That voice ihall rear 

Yon * fabric fairt 
As nature's rofe at the Mvin€* 

* A new fund fur Gmnwici hcfpital, recommended from the throne. 
' P 4 XXXV, When 
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XXXV. 

When nature (pning, 

Bleft angels fong. 
And fliouted o'er the riiing ball; 

For drains as high 

As man's can By, 
Thcfe fea-devoted honours call. 

XXXVL 

From boift'rous feas. 

The lap of eafe 
Receives our ^wounded, and our eUi 

High domes afcend! 

Stretch'd arches bend ! 
Proud columns fwell ! wide gates unfold ! 

XXXVII. 

Here, foft-reclin'd. 

From wave, from wind. 
And fortune's tempeft fafe alhore. 

To cheat their care. 

Of former war 
They talk the pleafing Jhadows o'er. 

XXXVIIL 

In lengthen'd tabs. 

Our fleet prevails; 
In tales the lenitives of age /? 

And o'er the bowl. 

They fire the foul 
Of M*mvi^ youth, to martial rage. 



XXXIX. Unhappy 
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XXXIX. 

Unhappy thty ! 

And faUly gay ! 
Who baflc for ever in fuccefs; 

A conilant feaft 

Quite palls the taiRiea 
And long enjoyment is difirefs^ 

XL. 

When, after toil. 

His native foil 
The panting mariner regains. 

What tranjport flows 

From h2CCQ repo/e I 
We reap our pleafure from our pains. 

XLI. 

Ye warlike flain ! 

Beneath the main. 
Wrapt ih a wat'ry winding fheet ; 

Who bought with blood 

Your country's good. 
Your country's • full-hlonvn glofy greet* 

XLir. 

What pow'rful charm 

Can death difarm ? 
Your long, your iron flumbers break I 

By Jo^e, by Fame^ 

By George's name, 
Awak^ ! awake ! awake ! awake 1 

• Written foon after King George the firil's acceflion. 

XLIII. Witk 
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XLIIL 

With fpiral Ihclt- 

Full blafted, tell. 
That all your wat'ry realms taoOd ringr 

Your /#W«alcoves» 

Your coraI*gTOv€i, 
Should echo theirs, and Britain^ kiifg^ 

XLIV. 

As long as ftars 
Guide mariners^ 
As Carolina's virtues pleaft:. 
Or funs invite 
The ravifh'd, figh^ 

The Mritifo flag ihaU iwtt^ the feas^ 

* 

XLY. 

Peculiar both ! 

Our foil's /rong growth. 
And our bold natives* hardy mtid; 

Sure heaven beipoke 

Our hearts and ooA, 
To give a mailer to mankind. 

XL VI. 

^haf nobleft birth 

Of teeming earth. 
Of ^forcflff fair, that daughter proud. 

To foreign coafts 

Our grandeur boafts. 
And Britain's pleafure fpeaks aloud : 
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XLVIL 

Now big with *war. 

Sends hxe from far^ 
If rebel realms their fate demand^ 

Now> fumptuous Spoils 

Of foreign ^ils 
liPours in the bofom of our land. 

XLVIIL 

Hence, Britain lays 
In fcales, and weighs 

The fate of kingdoms, and of kings 3 
And as fhe frowns. 
Or fmiles, on crowns 

A nighty or day oi glory, fprings* 

XLIX. 

Thus Ocean fwclls 

The ilreams and rills* 
And to their borders lifts them high; 

Or elfe withdraws 

The mighty caufc. 
And leaves their famiih'd channels dry« 
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I. The BRITISH SaUor's Exubaiiw. 
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y mufe, & bird of paflage, ffi^s. 
From frozen climes to milder ikies | 
From chilling blails fhe feeks thy chearing bearn^ 
A beam of favoar, Jkere deny'd ; 
Confcious of ^Its, her blufliing pride- 
Hopes an afylum la fo great a name. 

* Tp dive faU deep in imttf^t ^ajs. 
The <warri9i^s ardent deeds to raUe, 

And monarcbs aggrandize ;<*^the glory. Thine ;- 
Thine is the /Iramai how renown'd I 
Thine, Bpic^t l^er trttmp ta found ; 

J3at let Ariojt's fea-ftrung. harp be Mine: 

* AimalB of the emperor Charles XII, Lewis XIV. 
' III. But 
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III. 

But Where's his Jolpbin ? Know'ft thou, where ?«• 
May that be found in Thee, Volt a ire ! 

Save thoa from harm my plunge into the wave : 
How will thy name iUuftiioas ratfe 
My finking fong ! Mere mortal lays. 

So patroniz'd, are refcu'd from the grave* 

IV. 

« Tell me,*' fay*ft thou, '< who courts my fmile ? 

«* What ftranger ftray'd from yonder ifle ?"— 
No ftranger. Sir I though born in foreign climes s 

On Dor/et downs, when Milton's page. 

With Sin and Death, provok'd thy rage. 
Thy rage provok'd, lubo footh'd with gentle rhymes I 



Wba kindly couch'd thy cenfure's eye, 
. And gave thee clearly to defcry 
Sonnd judgment giving law to fancy ftrong f 

fVh^ half inclined thee to confefs. 

Nor ^oul4 thy modefty do lefs. 
That MiLTOif 's ))lindnefs lay not in his fong ? 

YU 

But fuch debates long iince are flown ; 

For ever fet the fans that fhone 
On airy paftimes, ere our brows were grey : 

How fhortly ball we Both forget. 

To thee my patron, I my debt. 
And tliou to thine, for Pmffia*s golden key« 

3 VIL The 
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VII. 

Full foon ihall deep, as fleeps the paft; 
Fdl fooa the wide difHadion die between 

The frowns, and favours of the great ; 
. High-flufii^d fuccefsy and pale defeat ; 
Tbff €al/ic gaiety/ wad Bntifi %ken. 

VIIL 

Vawing'd, ye vapid mameatft! iby:««i 

0& friend!! as dbaf as rapid, theyf 
Life's little drama done» the curtain falls !— — « 

Boft thocr not hear itf I can hear. 

Though nothing ftrikes the Mening ear^ 
Tmt groans his laft ! ETERNAL loudly caUs 1 

IX. 

Nor callv in vain ; the call infpires 

Far otha* cocMfeli,. and (kiiMs> 
Than once pvcfail'd^ wc fland oa higher gravnclt 

What icefie9Weite!-*-«-£xalttdaiinl 

With ambrs «m<v our fpirits lanr ^ . 
Ambition bleU! wkhmiretiiAa^iMMi^cimnMw 
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S E A . P I E C E. 

ODE THE FIRST. 
THE BRITISH SAILOR'S EXULTATIOK. 

L 

IN lofty founds let thofe delight* 
Who brave the fbe> but fear the fight; 
And bold in word* of arms decline the ftroke : 
'Tis mean to boail; but great to lend 
To foes the counfel of a friend. 
And warn them of the vengeance they provoke* 

II. 

From whence arife tbefe loud alarms ? 

Why gleams the Jbuth with brandiih'd arms f 
War, bath'd in blood, from curft ambition fprings : 

Ambition, mean ! ignoble pride i 

Perhaps their ardors may fubfide. 
When weighed the wonders Britain's failor fings. 

3 ni. Hear» 
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III. 

Hear, and rtvcrc— ^At Brrtainh nbdv 
From each enchanted grove and wood> 

tiaftes the huge oak, or fhadelefs foreft leaves ; 
The bumntain fines aflume new forms. 
Spread canvas-wings, and fly through ilorths. 

And ride o'er, rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 

IV. 

She W/ agadn : The labouring earth 
'. Difdofes a tremendous birth ; 

In finoaking rivers'"rnns her molten ore ; 

Thence, monfters of enonnous fise. 
And hideous afpe^b, threat'ning rifev 

^ame from the deck, from trembling baitions roar* 



Thefe minifters of fate fulfil. 

On empires wide, an land's will> 
When thrones unjuft wake vengeance: ELnow, ye pow'rs I 

In fudden night, and ponderous balls. 

And floods of flame, die tempeft falla^ 
When brav'd BrUamia*^ awful fenate lowers* 

VI. 

In her * grand council fhe furveys. 

In patriot pi£ture, what may raife. 
Of infolent atten4)ts, a warm difdain ; 

, From hope's triumphant fummit thrown. 

Like darted lightnmg, fwiftly down 
The wealth of Indf and confidence of Spain, 

* Houfe of Lords. • 

QLa' VlLBri- 
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vn. 

BritofMrn AttAA her courage keeb^ 

And^ipares her nitrous mftgaxiBe % 
Her cojMOH flumber, till the proad a^iri^ 

And leave all law bdow them $ then th/f bhze ! 

They thimder fh)te refonndii^ fea^ 
Touched hy dieir bjnr'd aiafter^s Snd fi££rc. 

VIIL 

Thenftfiesnfe! the bttde raTet ! 

And rends the fldet ! and warms ^ iKravte ! 
And calls a tempeft from the peatefid deep^ 

In fpite of nature, fpite of Jotb^ 

While aU-ferene» and hidh'd above, 
Tamultnoas winds in azore diambers deep. 

IZ. 

A thonfand deathB the tHri&g bobib 
Hurls from her ^fembowerd womb I 

GhainM, ^lowin^ globes, in dread dihmce, join'^L 
Red-wibg'd l^ Arong, fulphuieoas bbdts, 
Sweq>, in black whirlwinds, men and Inafts ; 

And leave fing*d, aaked, bloed--di^wn'db dixks bd^iad. 



Dwarf laurels rife in tented fields } 
The wreath immo rt a l vciom yiddt ; 

, There war's whole fting is (hot, whole fire is ipeill^ 
Whole gkuy blooms : How pale, how tnae^ 
How lambent is Bbllqna's fUme; 

How her dorms l^guiih on the continent I 
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From tU di^ fix^pt pf f»4ff?r war 

Lefs t^rxtfr fr0)*?^'4 ; W fcythed qar. 
Her caftled elcph^ot, an^ \>?jXfmg bcani, 

Stpop tjj tWf? ?^p.^^5 ,v^]^h deny 

Sui^ri;9X terrors ]^o ^ %^, 
And boaft l^ejgr ^o^4h ¥^^ tliunder, and tbeb flame. 

XII. 

The night by day, die fea of blood, 
Hofts whirl'd in air, the yell of finking throngs. 

The gravelefs dead, an ocean warm'd, 

Armament by mortals ftorm'd. 
To patient Sritain'^ angry brow belongs. 

XIII. 

Or do I dream? Or do I rave? 

Or fee I. Vv loan's footy cave. 
Where Jove's red bolts the giant brothera frame if 

Thofe fwarthy gods of toil and beat. 

Loud peals on mountain anvils beat. 
And panting tempefts rouze the roaring flame. 

XIV. 

Ye fons of jStna I hear my caK j 

Unfiniih'd let thofe baubles fall^ 
Yon fhield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Your ilrokes fufpend, ye brawny throng \ 

Charm'd by the magic of my long, 
prop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true. 

0^3 XV, Begin; 
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XV. 

Begin : • And, firft, take rzipAfligbf, 
Fierce Jlame, and clouds of ttiickeft nighfx 
And ghaftly terror, paler than the dead ; 

Then, borrow from the north his roar. 
Mix groans, and deaths ; one phial pour 
Of wronged Britannia^ wrath ; and it is made $ 
Coal HartSy and trembles,— ^t your dieadfiil trade*. 

t Alluding to Virgil's ^efcriptio% of thunder* 
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ODE THE siECOND. 

IN WHICH IS 

THE SAILOR'S TRAYER BEFORE ENGACEJ^ENT. 

I. 

QO formed the bolt, ordain'd to break 

^ GauPs haughty plan, and Bourbon (hake ; 
If Britain's crimes fu>port not Britain's foes. 

And edge their fwords : O Pow'r Divine i 

If bleft by Thee the bold defign. 
Embattled hofts a fingle arm overthrows. 

Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
' In -ffnV/wVs caufe, by fame enrolled 
In deathlefs annal I deathlefs deeds infpire; 

From oozy beds, for 5rtf«/Vs fake^ 

Awake, illuftrious chiefs ! awake;. 
And kindle in your fons patprnal firc^ 

IJL 

The day commiffion'd from Above> 
Onr worth to weigh, our hearts to provey 

If war's full ihock too/^^^& to fuftain ; 
Or /m to ftaiid its final Wow, 
When vital ftreaffls of blood ihall flowx 

Aivd turn to crimfon the difcolour'd main i 

0^4 IV. 7»«f 
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IV. 

f%0t i^ys 9nm% tlu(t:fat4 h«iir t .i »■ > ■ 

«« Hear us, O hear. Almighty Pow'r ! 
«* Onr guide in counfeL aaid our flatength in 4ght ! 

" Now.war'js impcH^aotdie is thrown, 

** If left the day to man silone, 
<' How blind is wiTdps^imdhw imk is might I 

V. 

«< Let.prolbaleJieMts,.«&d wiMiuT, 

<* ibidvdisep tremocfe,.^ ijghs Aiopce 
<* For BritaiMls giiilt, tiie wealth ^ divne AjqieiTe i 

f^ A wmdi, more «fomidable fiur 

<< Than ai^g^ nalnce's Araftefol war, 
^ The whirl of tenipeA^aadrthe xoarioftiiBB^. 

VL 

«» From out the deep, to iW wc^cry^ 

<« To Thee, at natur^'^ ^knon high ! 
'^ Steer Thou«ourxondtt£t, dread •OMNi'Poqr^EiNC'^f 

" To Thee fM-'faec^r we -refort ; 

*' Thy favour is our oiil/'port; 
^ Our only rock of iafety,'thy ddence* 

«« O Thou, to whom* the liofis wax, 

'< An4> not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
^ Thy throne ourburfts of cannon loud imroke: 

<' Tbou canft arreft the flying bdll ; 

** Or fend it back, andb^d it fall 
f Oathofe, from whoTe -proud deak the' thunder broke. 

3 VIII. « ir//««. 



«' firitaiMrin y2isi» ^xtt^nds Jfter cut 
*« To dimed * x^mee»j for aids i#i .wwi •» 
«« SUU fadtbfir fDuift it 9arttc\x <o crufli ^9 foe s 
*« ITif rc*s Qiie aHiwce, one flope^ 
« Can CTWvn h^r ^nas, pr fe Her throar ; 

^^ W< )e9jrn <*ftd^«5? fwnj*^ f^5 
^' With foi«» afid wuid3> ikeiKeforth, tthy'kws <«^ ^ 

*€ >Ti8 Tiii»e oar Wood %o frees^^ pr warm ; 

*♦ To fouigi^j ^r hiiMhf tic martial Aarmi 
<* And turn-tfee ^de rfcot^quieilj »t U^r will, . 

X. 

€€ »Tis Thi«e :lp beaan iuUinve r^aoiKn, 
<' Or quench this glapespf^icromi; 

« *Tis TJikie %o dooou *XU Thine fron^dei^diioftoe;. • 
« To torn afide.his Ipycll'd dvit* 
« Or pluck it feoin the Weeding h/eart :— — 

" Then we caft anchor, wjs confide in Thb^. 

XI. 

*« THOU, who haft taught the north to roar, 
" And ftreaming f lights nodurnal pour 

** Of frightful afped ! when proud foes invade, 
« Their blafted pride with dread to feize, 
" Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze ; 

« And George depute to thunder in thy Head. 

• RuflSa. . f Aurora Borealis. * 

XIL « The 
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XII. 

« The right aloae is bold, and ftrong^; 

** Black, hovering clouds appall the tvrtmg 
*< With dread of vengeance : Nature's awfal Sire I 

** Lefs than one moment (hooldft Thou frownn 

«^ Where is puifTance, and renown? 
« Thrones uemble, empire* fink, or worlds expire^. 

xin. 

** Let Geokob the joft chaiMie the vuh: 
'* Thou, who dofl curb the rebel main, 

** To mount the Ihore when boiling billows rave ! 
** Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
«< The bonndlefs fwe]} .of Gidlic pride; 

^ And check ambifitt^^ overwhelrabg wave^ 

XIV. 

«' And when (all milder means wxdiftood). 

" Ambitiont tara'd by lofs of blood> 
<' Regains her reafon; then, on angels wings, 

** Let peace defcend, and fhouting greet* 

«« With peals of joy, Britamia^^ fleet> 
'•* How richly freighted! It, triumphant, brings 
" The poife of kingdoms, and the fate of kuiggK*^ 
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O trifle flan} acerbum^ue funus / O morte ipja mortis tern* 
pus indignius ! Jam deftijsata not egregio jufvenij jam 
eU&us nuftiarmln di^s\ quod gaudium^ qtuf mcerore muta* 
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PROLOGyE- 

BY A FRIE^PS 

SPOKEN BY MR. BOOTH. 



T ONG hanjt you Jken the Greek and ReiKSUi nmvf^ 

AJJifttd iy the mufe^ fre^tnft tlmrfamiy 
While yet unfung tbo/e heroes Jleep^ from *wbom 
Greece form'd her Plato's, and her Csefars Rome^ 

Snc^bi ^gxpt» luere thy fans I dMnely great 
In aetSf in arms, in nuifdom, gnd in ft cite. 
Her early monarchs ga<vefuch glories birth,, 
7'beir ruins are the ^wonders of the earth* 
ZtruSuresfi <vaft by thofe great kings defigi^d. 
Are but faint fietches of their boundlefs mind: 
Tet nder has Albion* sfcene, though long renown^d^ 
With theftem tyrants of the Nile been crvum^d^ 

The tragic mufe in grandeur Jhould excel,^ 
Her figure blasces, and her numbers fiwelL 
The froudeft monarch of the proudeft age. 
From Egypt comes to tread the BntiStiftage^ 



Old 
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Old Homer'/ heroes , modems are to tbo/e 
4t^bim this nights 'venerable fcetas di/cloje. 

Here pomp andjpkndor ferves hut to prepare : 
Sn? touch thejoul is our peculiar care ; 
By juft dijhre/s Joft fity to impart ^ 
And mend your nature^ ivhile nve move your heart % 
Nor <uMidd ihlfifcenii V« empty kvbrJk atomtdt 
Or overlay the Jeutiment wuith found. 
Whenpaffion rages y eloquence is mean; 
Gefinres and hoks hefi J^'ak th$ nibbing fcetu. 

T> Jlhining fail' I <when tender iwoet i^HfU9 
To pleafing emgui/b and fever e delight. 
By your ^iiHonyou compute yn^ gain. 
And rifi fit fleajkre its you irife in pain. 
If then jnfi ohje&t of concern are fbofumi 
And ymer hearts hea^e vjith forrovus not yos^ 
Let not the getfroAs impulfe he v)ithftood, 
Strive not <with nature ; hlujh not to he fuds 
Sighs only from a nobler temper rife. 
And *t is your virtue fwells into your tyes^ 



DRAMATIS 



DRAMATIS t^EkSONig. 



M E 
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£«^^ PHBaoN oir^ Syphoces. 

Syphocbs. 

IP glorious ftru^ures, and immortal dceds> 
Enlarge the thought, and fet our fouls on fire> 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt^a praife, 
The q»een of nations, and the boaft of times. 
Mother of fcience, and the houfe of gods I 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 
To comprehend the vaft idea, big ^ 
With arts and arms, fo boundlefs in their fame. 

Pheron. 
Thrice happy land ! did not.hcr dreadful king, 
Far-fam'd Bufiris, whom the world reveres. 
Lay all his fhining wonders in difgrace. 

By cruelty and pride ? 

Syphoces. 
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Stphocbs. 
By prsde ki4«od ; 
VLt aSk lantitfTht Premt^ and gforks ib ii^ 
Nor would exchange for Jmpiter^B Jlmgbty. 
Have we not feen him fliake his filver reins 
O'er hameTs'd monarchs to his chariot yok'd I 
In fttHen majafty they fbdk al<ftng, 
Wit& eyes of indignation and deipair> 
While he aloft difplays his impious ftate,: 
With half fheif rifled kingdoms i^^tt hit brMr> ^ 
Blaadng to heaven in diamonds and gold* 

Pheron. 
Kor lefi the tyrant's cruelty than pride ; 
His horrid altars ftream widi htbHan Uoodi 
And piety, is murder in his hands. \J great flma. 

Syphoces. 
There rofe the voice of twice two hundred thoufand^ 
And broke the clouds^ and clear'd the face of day ; 
The king* who fnoi Ins temple'jr airy hei^t. 
With heart dilated, that great work {^irrtyi^ 
Who ihall proclaim what can be done by man. 
Has flruck his purple ftreafftef, and delcends. 

PRER(m< 

T^ce ten long years have feen that hax^hty pifey 
Which nations with united toil advaJKe, 
Gain on the ikies, and labour op to heaven. 

Syphoces. 
The king— or proftrate fall, or disappear. [ExiuU. 

Enter Busiris, attended. 

BvsiRis. 
This antient oity, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almofl coaeval with the Sun himfelf. 
And boafling fbength fcarce fooner to iaesef^ 

How 
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How wanton fits (he amid nature's (miles ; 
Nor from her higheft tarret has to view, 
fut golden landfcapes and luxuriant fcenes ; 
A waile of wealth, the ftorehoufe of the world ! 
Here, fruitful vales, far-ftretching, fly the flght ; 
There, fails unnumber'd whiten all the ftreara $ 
While from the banks full twenty thoufand cities 
Survey their pride, and fee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break againft the Chore : 
To crown the whole, this riiing pyramid 

^[Shews the fkm. 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the ftars ; 
While every other object fhrinks beneath 
Jts mighty -{hade, and leflens to the view. 
As kings compar'd with me. 

Enttr Au L E T Es. He falls proftrate* 

AULETES. 

O live for ever, 
Jtiffiris» firft of men ! 

BysiRis. 

Auletes, rife. 

AWLET^S. 

Embafladors from various climes arrive. 
To view your wonders, and to greet your feme j 
Eadi loaden with the gifts his country yields. 
Of which the meaneft ri(e to gold and pearl ; 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vafc 
With facred incenfe ; Ethiopia fends 
A thoufand courfers fleeter than the wind 4 
Andrtlieir black riders darken all the plain ; 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury. 
Vol, J, R Wlsj 
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Bring the beft feafoos cf their various years. 
And leave their monairchs poor. 
BusiRis. 

What from the FtrfUmf 

AVLBTBB. 

He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 
The reft in tribute, and outihincs in ft^. 

BvsiRis* 
Away; he fees me not; I know his purpofe; 
A fpy upon my greatnefs, and no friend : 
Take his Embaiador, and (hew him Egypt i 
In Memphis fhew him various nations met. 
As in a fca, yet not confin'd in fpacc. 
But ftreaming freely through the ipacious ftree^ 
Which fend fbrth millions at each brazen gate. 
Whene'er the trumpet calls ; high over-head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound alongi. 
And leave in air a thunder of my own : 
Jo^e too has pour'd the Nik into my hand. 
The prince oFrivers, Ocean's eldeft fon : 
Rich of myfelf, I make the fruitful year. 
Nor afk precarious plenty from the &y— — 
Throw ail my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
J give him tbis^ and when a P^rfiun arm 

[Gives Um m ^ovb 
Can thus with vigour its relu^nce bend. 
And to the nerve its ftubbom force fubdoe; 
Then let his mafter think of arms-— but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field ; 
Mean time, thank heaven, our tide of conqueft ddvei 
A different way, and leaves him ftill a king : 
This to the i'r^i»sr.<«— -I receive the rdt 

And 
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And gire the world ftn anfweri iBxit Bufiris. 

Man BANC, aUettdid fy friefts and her njirgins^ is /em 
facrificiug at a diftance* 

An hymn to 1st s is fuHg, The priefts go out. 

Mandate, attended hy her maids, advances^ 
Makdank* 
My lAoming duty to the gods is over» 
Yet ftill this terror hangs upon my foul. 
And faddens every thought— —I ftill behold 
The dreadful image ; ftill the threatening fword 
Points at my breaft, and gHttera in mine eye. '■ ■■ 
But 'twas a dream \ no more. My virgins, leave me : 
And thou, great Riiler of the World, be prefent I 
O kittctiy fhine on this important hour I 
This hour determines all my future li^, 
And gives it up to mifery or joy. [She advanuh 

Thefe Icmely walks, this deep and folemn glooiru 
Where noon-day funs but glimmer to the view. 
This houfe of tears, and manfion of the delid. 
For ever hides him from the hated light. 
And gives him leave to groan* 

Back fcene draws^ and Jhe<ws Memnok leaning 9m hie 
father* s tomh. 

Was ever fcene 
So mournful ! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care, life is no more a blefling. 
How could you (hnn me for this difmal fhade. 
And feek from love a refuge in defpair ? 

Memnon. 
Why haft thou brought thofe eyes to this fad place, 
WherQ darknefs dwells, and grief would ilgh fecord 

R 2 la 
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In welcome horrors and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly ihades before them» 
And light up day e'en here. Retire, my love ; 
Each joyful moment I woidd (hare with thee. 
My virtuous maid> but I would mourn alone. 

Mandake. 
What have you found in me fo mean, to hope 
That while you figh, my heart can be at peace I 
Your forrows flow from your Mandamus eyes, 

Memnon. 

my Mandane ! 

Mandanis. 

Wherefore turn yon from me ? 
Have I offended, or are yon. unkind ? ■ 
Ah me !. a iight as ib-ange, as pitiful ! 
From this big heart, o'ercharg'd with gen'rous forrow» 
See the tide working upward to his eye. 
And ftealing from him in large iilent drops. 
Without his leave !^i->can thofe tears flow in vain ? 

Memnon. 
Why will you double my diftreis, and make 
My grief my crime, by difcompoflng you.- 
And yet I can't forbear \ Alas, my father ! 
That name excufes all ; what is not due * 

To that great name, which life or death can pay ? 

Mandane. 
Speak on, and eafe your laboring breaft : It fwells 
And finks again ; and then it fwells {o high. 
It looks as it would break. I know 'tis big 
With fbmedung you would utter. Oft in vain 

1 have prefum'd to afk your mournful flory ; 
But ever have been anfwered with a frown. 

Memnon. 
O my Maadam ! did my tale concern 

3 • Myfclf 
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Myfelf alone, it would not He conceaPd ; 

But *tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilty 

And therefore 'tis unfafe to touch upon it : 

To tell my tale is to blow ofF the afhes 

From fleeping embers, which will rife in flames ^ 

At the leaft breath, and fpread deftrudlion rounds 

But thou art faithful, and my other felf ; 

And, O ! my heart this moment is fo full. 

It burfls with its complaints ; and I mufl fpeak. 

Myris, the prefent queen, was only lifter 
Of great jirtaxes, our late royal lord: 
Bufirts^ who now reigns, was firft of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown defcends. 
Not with long circumftance to load my ftory. 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring foul. 
And tum'd his fword againft her brother's life : 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Enjoy'd her fhame, and triumph'd in her guilt. 

Mandane. 
So black a ftory well might fhun the day. 

Mbmnom. 
Art axes* friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were fwept away by baniftiment or death. 
In throngs, and fated the devouring grave. 
My father ! Think, Mandane, on your own. 

And pardon me ! [Weeps. 

The tyrant took me, then of tender years. 
And rear'd me with a fon (a fon fince dead). 
He vainly hop'd, by (hews of guilty kindnefs. 
To wear away the blacknefs of his crime. 
And reconcile me to my father's fate ; 
Hence have I long been forc'd to ftay my vengeance 
To fmooth my brow with fmiles, and curb my tongue. 
While the big woe lies throbbing at my heart. — — 

R 3 Enter 
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Enter PHESiaN at a diftancc^ 
Phkrom. [JJhU.I 
So clofe ! fo loving I— Here I iland unfeen* 
And watch jny rival's fate. 

Memnon. 

But thou, my fair a 
Thou art my peace ip tumuh* life in death; 
Thou yet canft make me blefs'd* 

Mandamb. 

As how» WY Kurd I 
Memnqn, 
Ah ! why wik thou infult me ? 

Mandamb. 



Memnon. 

Speak! 

Mandane. 
Nature forbids ; and wlien I would begini 
She flifles all my fpirits, and I faint : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot fpeak. 
O let me fly.— — 

MbmnOn. 
You pierce me to the (bul. [H^l^in^ ^cr* 

Mampanb: 
O ! ipare me for a moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will (peak' . ■ i 
Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me. 
Breaks through reftraints* and will not be refufed. 

[Pheron Jbi^ws a great concern^ 
Yet more ; The prince, the young impetiiK)us prince. 
Before his father ient him forth to war. 
And gave the Mede to his deftrudlive fword. 
Has often taught las tongue a filken tale, 

Dcfcended 
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Defcended from himfeh^ and talk'd of love. 
Since laft i faw thee, his licentious paflion 
Has haunted all my dyeaihs ■ ■ 
This day the court Ihmes forth in all its lullre. 
To welcome' her returning warrior home j 
Alas, the malice of our liars ! 

Memnon-. 

To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves ; 
Be this our bridal night, my KFe ! — my fouJ i [Emiface. 

Pheron. 
Perdition feize them both ! and have I lov'd 
So long, to catch her in another's arms 1 ' * . 

Another's arms for ever ! O the pang ! 
Heart-piercing fight !— but rage fhall take its turn— ^ 
It fhall be fo— and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black extremity ; 
I fear no farther hell than that I. feel. [Exit. 

Memnon. 
TremWing I grafp thee, and my anxious heart 
Is ftill in doubt if I may call thee mine. 

blifs too great ! O painful ecftafy ! 

1 know not what to utter. 

Mandane. 

Ah, my lord ! 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy, 

Chaftifing thus the lightnefs of my heart ? 

I have a father> and a father too. 
Tender as nature ever fram'd. His will 
Should be confulted. Should I touch his peace> 
I fhould be wretched in my Menmtm^^ arms. 

Memnon. 
Talk not of wretchednefs. 

R 4 Randans. 
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Manpanb. 

Alas ! this day 
Firft gave me birth, and (which is ftrange to lell) 
The fates e*er Gnca as watching its retarn. 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With fomething great ; extremes of good or ill. 

Mbmnon. 
Why fhoald we bode misfortune to our loves f 
Ko ; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happinefs they raviili'd from me ; 
Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee* 
Had not the gods Mandane to beftow. 
They never would have pour'd fuch vengeance on me ; 
They meant me thee, and could not be fevere^ 
Soon as night's favourable ihades deCcendi 
The holy priefl ihall join our hands for ever. 
And life fhall prove but one long bridal-day. 
Till then, in fcenes of pleafurc lofe thy grieii 
Or ftrike the lute, or fmile among the flowers. 
They'll Tweeter fmell, and fairer bloom for thee«-^ 
Alas ! I'm torn from this dear tender fide. 
By weighty reafons, and important calls y 
Nay, e'en by love itfelf— 1 quit thee noWf 
But to deferve thee more. [7%^ mbract* 

Mandanb. 
Vour friends are here. [Exit Mand* 

Memnon. * 
Excellent creature ! how my foul pants for thee ! 
But other paflions now begin their daim ; 
Doubt, and difdain, and forrow, and revenge. 
With mingling tumult, tear up all my breaft ; 
O how unlike the foftnefles of love 1 
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Enter Syfhoces. 
Syphoces, 
Hail, worthy Memuoti. 

Memnok* 

Welcome, my Scptecei, 
And much I hope thou bring'ft a bleeding heart; 
A heart that bleeds for others miferies. 
Bravely regardlefs of its own, though great ; 
That iirft of charaders. 

SyPHOCES; 

And there^s a fecond. 
Not far behind ; to refcue the diftrefsM, 
Or die. 

Memnok; - ' 

Yes, die ; and vifit thofe brave men. 
Who, from the firft of time, have bath'd their hands 
tn tyrants' blood, and grafp'd their honcft fwords 
As part of their own being, when the caufe, 
The public caufe demanded. O my friend I 
How long ihall Egypt groan in chains ? How long 
Shall her fons fall in heaps without a foe ? 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bufirir, 
His people's father ! and the ilate's defence I 
Yet but a remnant of the land furvives. 

Syphoces. 
What havock have I feen ? Have we not known 
A multitude become a morning's prey. 
When troubled reft, or a debauch, has four'd 
The monfter's temper ? Then 'tis inftant death ; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the fweeping fcythe ; not the poor mercy 
To flarve and pine at leifure in their chains. ■ 
But what frelh hope, that we receive your fummons 
To meet you here this morning ? 

Memkok. 
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Memkok. 

Know, Syfb9ces» 
*Twas on this day my warlike father's bIood» 
So often lavifh'd in his country's caufe. 
And greatly fold for conqueft and renown ; 
*Twas oni this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duft, and walh'd a ruffian^s feet 
This guilty day returning, roufes afl 
My fmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where arc our friends ? 

Syphoces. 

At hand. Rame/es, 
Laft night, when gentle reft o'er nature fprcad 
Her ftill command, and care alone was waking. 
Like a dum, lonely, difcontented, ghoft, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed : 
With burfts of paffion, and a peal of groans. 
He recolle£ts his godlike brother's fate. 
The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder. 
And urges vengeance on the guiky prince. 
Such was the fellnefs of his, boiling rage, 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 

Memnon, 
I know he bears the prince moft deadly hate ; 
But this will enter deeper in his foul ; [Shen^s a letiat^ 

And roufe up paflions, which till now have flept : 
Murder will look like innocence to this* 

Syphoces. 
How, Memnon ? 

Memnon. 
This reminds me of thy fate ; 
The queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 
Aiid fought by threats to bend thee to her will ; 

5 She 
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She languiihes, (he boms, flie waftes away 
In froitlefs hopes> and dits upon thy name. 
Stphogbs. 

fetal love I t^^uch, ftung by jcaloufy, 
Expell'd a life far dearer than my own, 
Py curfedpoifon— Ah divine Apttme ! 

And could the murd'refs hope flie (hoold inherit 
This heart, and £11 thy place within thefe arms ?«^ 
put grief ihall yjcki^^Revenge, I'm wholly tUne 1 

MSMNON. 

The tyrant too is waaton in hu age» 
He ihews that all his thoughts are not in blood ; 
Love claims ill (h^e ; he envies poor Rame/es 
The foftnefs of his bed ; s^nd thinks Anuliu 
A miflrefs worthy of a monarch's arms. 

Syphoces^ 
But fee> Ran^fes comes ; a fuUen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the duik. 

£«/fr Rameses, Phsron, and other conj^irafors. 

Memnon, 
To what, my friend, (hall Memnon bid you welcome ? 
To tombs, and melancholy fcenes of death ? 

1 have no coftly banquets, fuch as fpread 
Prince Myron^s table, when your brother fell. 

[To Ramefes. 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment. 
Such as the queen prcpar'd for thee, Sypboces, 
Yet be not difcontent, my valiant friends, 
Bufirh reigns, and 'tis not out of feafon 
To look on aught may mind us of our fate : 
pis fword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Tlunks the day loft that is not mark'd with blood. 

Rameses, 
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Ramb&E9« 
And have we felt a tynmt twenty years^ 
Felt him as the raw wound the buming fteel; 
And are we murmuring out our midnight ctir(es« 
Drying our tears in corners, and complaining t 
Our hands are forfeited— Gods ! ftrike them oiF. 
No hands We need to fa^n our own chains. 
Our mailers will do that ; and we want fouly 
To raifb them to an u£s more worthy men. 

Memnon. 
Ruffles your temper at offences paft ? 
Here then, to fting thee into mad;icf«. 

[G/wj r^# Utter, Ramefes r^//x.] 

Ram£ses« 

Ohr 

Syphoces. 
See how the flruggUng palTions (hake his frame ! 

Rameses. 
My bofom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love. 
Far dearer than my foul I and fhall my wife,. 
The mother of my little innocents. 
Be taken from us ! Tom from me, from mine. 
Who live but on her fight ! And fhall I hear 
Her cries for fuccour, and not rufti upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me. 

And flruggles with his little arms to fave her 

Thefe veins have Hill fome gen'rous blood in flore. 
The dregs of thofe rich ftreams his wars have drain'd j 
ril giv't in dowry with her. 

Pheron* 

Wen refolv'd : 
A tardy vengeance fiiares the tyrant's gailt. 

Rambses. 
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Rameses. 
Let me embrace thee, Pberon ; thou art brave. 
And doft difdain the coldnefs of delay. 
Curie on the man that calk Ramejes friend. 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this; 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues. 
And lofs of reafon is the mark of men. 

MEMNOtf, 

Thus Pve determined : When the midnight how 

Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dream« 

Of humbler foes, or his new miftrefs' love. 

Then we will ruih at once, let loofe the terrors 

Of rage pent in, and ftruggling twenty years 

To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 

Begin and end the wan 

A more auspicious jundlure could not happen.. 

The Perfiatiy who for years has join'd our counfds, 

Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 

Long nurs/d that* glorious appetite with gold. 

This morn with tranfport fnatch'd the wilh'd occaflon 

Of throwing his rcfcntment wide, and now 

He frowns in arms, and gives tjif' event tp fate. 
Rameses. 

This hand Ihall drag the tyrant from the thrpne. 

And flab the royal vidim on thk altar. 

\Fmnting tc the tomh* 
Memkon. 

O juftly thought ! Friends, caft your eyes around; 

AH that mod awful is, or great in nature. 

This folemn fcene prefcnts ; the gods are here. 

And here our fam'd forefathers* facred tombs ; 

Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 

Let us- not a£l beneath the grand aiTembly ! 

The flirted alt;»rs treipble, s^nd thcfe tomb^ 

Send 
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Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, furround my father's monumeati 
And call his fh^de to witnefs to ydur vows* 

Ramesbs. 
Nor his alone. O all ye mighty dead ! 
Illttjlrious Qiades I who nightly fbdk around 
The tyrant's couch, and ihake his guilty foul ; 
Whether already you converfe with gods. 
Or ftray below in melancholy glooms. 
From earth, fitMn air, from heav'n, and even hell^ 
Come, I conjure you, by the pris'ner's chain. 
The widow's fighing, and the orphan's tears. 
The virgin's fhrieks, the hero's fpouting veins. 
By gods blafphem'dj and free-born men enflav'd^ 

Memnon. 
Hear, Jove / and you moft injur'd heroes, hear« 
While we o'er this thrice-hallow'd monument 
Thus join our hands^ and, kneeling to the gods« 
^afl bind our fouls to great revenge ! 
All. 

We fwear— — 

Memnon. 
This night the tyrant and his minions bleed* 

Phi RON. [Jfi^d,] 
So, now my foe is taken in the toil. 
And I've a fecond caft for this proud maid— — 
It is an oath well fpent, a perjury 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love. 

Memnon. 
We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand aflembly : 
A thoufand unfeen heroes walk among us ; 
My father rifes from his tomb ; his wounds 
Bleed all afreih« and confecrate the day : 
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He waves his arm, and chicles our tardy vengeance : 
More than this world fhall thank us. O my friends I 
Such our condition, we have nought to lofe; 

And great may be our gain, if this be great. 

To cruih a Tyrant, and preferve a State ; 

To ftill the clamours of our fathers bloody 

To ^ the bafis of the Public good. 

To leave a fame eternal ; then to foar. 

Mix with the gods, and bid the world adpre. 



ACT 



zi$ BUSIRIS, KING OF EGYPT, 

ACT IL 

SCENE I. 

TJbe Palace^ 

A magnificent throne di/ciyvered, and federal cowrtieri ^M-^ 
ing to and frtu 

Enter Svphoces and Ram^sfs. Zhouti at a difiance* 

Rameses. 
•1X7 HAT means thb dull and tumult in the court, 
^ ^ Thefe ftreamers fooling in the wind, thefe fhout*. 
The tyrant blazing in full infolence. 
And all his gaudy courtiers balking rpund him» 
Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day fun I 

Syphocss. 
Your father and prince Myron are arriv'd. 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings, 

Ramesps. 
Long has my father ferv'd this tyrant king. 
With zeal well worthy of a better caufe. 
Though with his helm lie hides a hoary brow. 
Long yers*d in death, the father of the field. 
At the ftirill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourfcore years, and fprings upon the foe. 
The tranfport danger gives him, conquers nature. 
And a ihort youth boils up within his veins. 

Syphocss. 
3i;hold diis way they pafs to meet the king* 



Myrov 



^ 



A TRAGEDY. tS7 

Myron /iWNicanor faji thefiage '^ith attendanU. 
R A M E s E s. \Looking on My ron. ] 
What pity 'tis that one fo loft in guilt, 
Should thus engage the fight with manly charms. 
And make vice lovely ! 

Syphoces. 

Pardon me, Rame/es : 
Though to my foe, I muft be ever juft. 
He's gcn'rous, grateful, affable, and brave : 
But then he knows no limit to his paflion ; 
The tempeft beaten bark is not fo tofs'd 
As is his reafon, when thofe winds arife : 
And though he draws a fatal fword in battle. 
And kindles in the warm purfuit of fame^ 
Pleafure fubdues him quite ; the l\>arkling eye. 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind. 
While fiery fpirits dance along his veins. 
And keep a conftant revel in his heart. 

. Rameses. ^ 
But here the tyrant comes ! — ^With what excefs 
Of idle pride will he receive his foni 
How with big words will he fwell out this conqueft, 
•And into grandeur pufF his little tales ! 

Enter Ki n g, and a/cends the throne ; on the other Rde^ 
Enter^My Kon and NiQANOK. 
King. 
Welcome, my fon ; great partner of my fame; 
I thank thee for th' encreafe of my dominions. 
That now moie mountains rife, more rivers flow. 
And more ftars fhine in my ftill-growing empire. 
The fun himfelf furveys it not at once. 
But travels for the view, whilft far disjoin'd 
My fubjeds live unheard-of by each other ; 

VOJ..L S Thefe 



t5< BUSIRIS, KING OF EGYPT. 

Thtfc wrapt in (hades, whilft thofe enjoy the light; 
Their day is various, but their king the iame. 

Myron. 
Here, Sir, your thanks are due ; to this old arm, 
Whofe nerve not threefcore winter camps unbend» 
You owe your vidory, and I my life. 
When my fierce couifer, with a jav'lin ftung, 
Firft rcar'd in air, then tearing with a bound 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidft the foe ; 
And now a thoufand deaths from ev'ry fide. 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 
Through the throng'd legions, like a tcmpeft, rulh'd 
This friend, o'er gafping heroes, rolling fteeds. 
And fnatch'd me from my fate. 

Busiais. 

I thank thee, general; 

Thou haft a heart that fwdls with loyalty. 
And throws off the infedion of theie times ; 
But thy degenerate boy— 

KiCANOR* 

No more my ibn| 

I cut him ofF; my guHt, my punifiunent. 

Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offence; 

O let not that difcolour all my fervice^ 

And ruin thoie who blame him for his crimes. 

^ BusiRis. 

Old man, I will not wear die crown in vain ; 

Subjeds fhall work my will, or feel my jww'r ; 

Their difobodience ihall not be my gnUt. 

Who is t)ieir weliare, g^ory, and defence ? 

The land that yields them foSod, and ev'ry ftream 

That flakes their durft, the air they breathe, is mine. 

And is concnrnence to their own enjoyment 

By due fubmi&m» a too great return ? 

Death 
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Death And deftrufliOn are within my tal l ■ * 
But thoo fhall flourtfh in thy mailer's iinile. 
A faithful miniiler adorns my crown> 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

NiCANOR. . 

^ake but dUe more» one fmall one, to your favour^ 

And then my foul's at peac&i^I have a daughter^ 

An only daughter^ now an only child. 

Since her loft brother's folly; fhe deferveB 

The mod a father can for fo much goodnefs : 

Her mother's deiad, and we are left alon^; 

We two are the whole houfe ; nor are we two ; 

In her I live, the comfort of my age j 

And if the king extend his grace fo far. 

And U^e that tender bloilbm into iheiter. 

Then I have all my monarch can beilow, , 

Or heav'n itfelf ; but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command ; 

Stretch forth my bdng to the laft in duty. 

And, when the fates (hall fummon, die for you, 

BusiRis^ . 
NicoMor, know, thy daughter is our care. 

Myron. 
O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your powV, 
And with the monarch furniih out the friend 1 — 
Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chie& [Tb Nic. 

Who would iiot floop to give me lefs than life ? 
And fhall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought ! 
He that's ungrateful, has no guilt but one ; 
All other crimes may pafs for virtues in him. 

NiCANOR. 

What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare gives me. 
My lips I need not open to difcovcr-— - 
Thus humbly let me thank you. 

S 2 BusxRi^* 
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BUSIKIS. 

Dry thy tears* 
And follow us; thy danghter's near oar qoeen. 
And longs, no donbt, to fee thee : Biefs the maid* 
And then attend us on affairs of ftatc w 
I hear, there's treafon near us : Though the flares 
Fall off from their obedience, and deny 
That I'm their monarch, I'm £ufirii Hill i 
Colleaed in rayfelf, I'll ftand alone. 
And hurl my thunder, though I fhake my thione : 
Like death, a foiitary king I'll reign 
O'er filent fubjeds, and a defart plain ; 
Ere brook their pride, I'll fpread a gen'ral doom. 
And ev'ry ftep (hall be from tomb to tomb. [Exit, 

[Myn an J Aul. ^wJ^ talk'^ a/idc, ad'vanct. 

Myron. 
Her abfent bcanties glow'd upon my mind. 
And fparkled in each thought. She never left me— 
Would'll thou believe it ? In the field of battle. 
In the mid terror, and the flame of fight. 
MandaMy thou ha0 Horn away my foul. 
And left my fame in danger, — My rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, forgetful to dcfcend. 
And, for a moment, fpar'd the proilrate foe— 
O that her birth rofe equal to my own ! 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 

A lawful blifs And why not now ? Methinki 

Abfence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and heighten'd ev'ry chamu 

AULETES. 

She comes ! 

Mtron, 
That modefl grace fubdu'd my foul : 
3 That 
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That chafllty of look, which feem to hang 

A veil of pureil light o'«r all her beauties, • - 

And by forbidding, moft inflames, de£re. 

[i?/r/^ Ma lip A NC. 
What tender force I what dignity divine ! 
What virtue confecrating ev'ry feature ! 
Around thatneck* what drofs are gold and pearl ! 
Mandane! pow'rful being, whofc firft fight 
Gives me a tranfport not to be exprefs'd ; 
And with one moment over-pays a year . 
Of danger, toil, and death, and abfence from thee* j 

Mandane. 
My lord, I fought my father. 

Myron. 

Leave me not; 
I've much to fay ! much more than you conceive; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter : 
My breath is fnatch'd ; I trouble ; I expire. . [JJUe. 

Nay, here I'll offer tender violenoe-* . [Takes her band.. 
May I not breathe my foul upoa this hand \ . - 
When your eyes triumph, and infult my pain. 
Permit me here to take a fihall revenge. 

Mandake. 
My lord, I am not confcious of my fault. 

Myron. 
'Tis falfe— I know the language of thofe eyes; 
They ufe me ill— >See my heart beat, Mandane ; 
Believe not me, but tell yourfelf my. paflion«^ 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the fpirits, and inflame the blood? 
Each nerve is pierc'd with Itght'mng fiiom your eye. 
And every pulie is in the throbs of }ove. 

Mandane. 
My lord my duty calls ; I mull not flay.. 

S 3 Myron* 
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Myron. 
Give me a momeiit s I have that to fpeak 
Will borft me, if AippreA— O heavenly maid! 
Thy chaniis ate doabled,-— fo is thy dUdain--« 
Who is it ; tell me, who enjoys thy (mile ? 
There is a happy man, I fwear there is ; 
I know it by yoar coldnefs to your frien d >■ 
That thought has fix'd a fcorpion on my hearW 
That ftings to death-— And is it poffibl« 
You ever fyokt of Mjrom in his abfence. 
Or call at leifore a light thought that way ? 

Mandans. 
I thought of you, my lord, and of my father. 
And pray'd for your fuccefs j nor mufl I now 
Negled to give him joy. 

MraoN. 
Yet flay ; you fhall not go— —Ungrateful woman 1 
I would not wrong your father ; but, by heav'n. 
His love is hatred, if compared widi mine. 
I underftand wheiice diis unkindnefs flows; 
Your heart refents fome licence of my youth. 
When love had touched my brain.. You may forgive me 
Becaufe I never ihall forgive myfelf ; 
But that you live, I'd rufh upon my fword. 
If you forgive me, I fhall now aj^roach* 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeem'd from bdenefs to the ways of hmu}(ir» 
And to my paiSon join my gradtude : 
Each time I kneel before yon, I fhall rife» 
As well a better, as a happier, man, * 
Indebted to your virtue, and your love, 

•^Mamdani. 
I mufl not hear you, 

3 My ROM*. 
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Mtkon. •. 
Q tormeiit me ncit 1 
Hear me you muft, and more-— YouHatntiF's valour. 
In the late battle, refca*d nie from death : 
And how fhall I be grateful ! Thou'rt a princefs ;-^ 
Think not, Mandane, this a fuddeil flart; 
A flafli of love, that kindles and^xptres : 
Long have I weigh'd it ; fince I parted hence* 
No night has paffr*d but this has broke my reft. 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wed thee 
In the matured counfel of my fouL 

Manpanb* [JAfe*] 
O gods ! I tremble at the rifmg fbrm ; 
Where can this end ? 

Myron, 

And do yoa then defpife me I 
Manoanb. 
My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far tranfcends my merit, and for ever 
Muil filently upbnud my little worth. 

Myron. 
Have I forfook myfelf, forgone my temper 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth. 
And fall'n in love with virtue mofl fevere ; 
Turned fuperflitk>us, to make thee my friend f 
Gods 1 have t ftruggled through the pow'rful reaibnt 
That ftrongly combated my fond refolves f 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight ; 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conquefb ; 
And all to be refus'd to footh your pride. 
And make my rival fport ? 

Mandane. ^Knuis,] 

With patience hear me— 
S 4 Nor 
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Nor let my truA in litfron prove my ruin. 

' Myron. 

Difbaftion ! Art thou marry'd ? ' 
Mandanb* 

Ohl 
Myrom. 
My heart foretold it.— -Ah my foul I Auktis, [Siacem^ 

AULETES. 

Madam^ 'tis prudent in you to withdraw*^ [Exit Mand. 

Myron. 
I do not live — I cannot bear the light f 
Where is Mandane? But I would not know. 
She is not mine. — Yet, tliough not mine in lov^ 
Revenge, my jufl revenge, may overtake her* 
O how I hale her ! Let me know her faults : 
Did the proud maid infult me in diilrefs. 
And fmile to fee me gafping ? Speak, Juletes. 
Bid fhe not figh ? Sur6 fhe might pity mre. 
Though all her love is now another's right. 

AULETES^ 

She figh'd, and wept ; but I remov'd her from you. 

Myron.. 
It was well done — Yet I could gaze for ever. 
And did Ihe figh ? And did ihe drop a tear ? 
The tears fhe ihed for me are furely mine ; 
And (hall another dry them on thofe cheeks. 
And make them an exCufe for greater fon^nefs ? 
Shall I alTift the villain in his joys ? 
No ; I will tear her from him-^— 
I'd grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them.. 

AULETES. 

My lord, have temper. 

Myron. 

And another's pafllon 

Warm 
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Warm on that lip I another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waiid for which I die* 
And fhe confenting, wooing* growing to him ! 
What golden fcenes, when abfent* did I feign t 
What lovdy pidures did I draw in air ! 
What luxury of thought I And fee my fate ! 
Shall then my ilave enjoy her ; and I languilh 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple* 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold. 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train ! 
What if I ftab him ? No — She will not wed 
His murderer— I never form'd a wifh. 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leflen'd by my late fuccefs ? 
And have I loft my conqueft ? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her — — - 

AULETES. 

What, my lord I 
Myron. * 

No, bid her ■ 

AULETES. 

Speak! 
Myron. 
I know npt what— My heart is torn afunder. 

AuLETES. 

Retire, my lord, and re-compofe yourfelf : 
The queen approaches— Ha ! her bofom fwells ; 

[Exit Myron. 
Her pale lip trembles ; a diforder'd hafte 
Is in her tteps ; her eyes ihoot gloomy fires ■■■■- 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
Sh^ calls her fdends. 

Enter Queen. 
Queen. 

. Juletes, Where's the king ? 

AuLETES. 
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AVLBTBS* 

At ooiincS, nadafin 

QOBIN. 

Let him knowr I wane him. 

[£xit Auktci. 
Bafe ! to forget to whom he owes z ciown ! 
Fool ! to provoke Hfer rage, whofe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood !' 

Inter Ki n c oH^f- Ph a Roxr. 

KiNQ. 

Horrid confpiracy ! 
Pheron. 
This night was deftin'd for the bloody deed. 

Ki N a. 
Miftaken villains ! if they wUh my death. 
They fhottld in pradence lay their weapons by : 
So jealous are the gods of Egypt* s glory, 
I cannot die whilft flaves are arm'd againU me. 
Hafte, PberoUf to the: dungeon; plunge them down: 
Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 
Banifh'd this world while yet alive, and groan 
In darknefs, and in hori-or— Let double chains 
Confume the flefh ofMemnon*s loaded limbs, 
'Till death (hall knock them off— A king's thy friend ; 
Nay, more; Burn's. ■ Go ; let that fuffice-* 

[Exit Pher. 

QUBBN. 

My lord, your thought's engag'd. 
King. . 



Dctun'd me from my queen. 

QUBEN» 

I've a requefi, my lordL 



Afiairs of fiate 
The world may wait : 

KiNC. 



Will jro* emapty f 



your qveeo t 
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Oblige i9e with it 

QUBBN* 



KiNC. 

My qaeoBy my pow*r U yo«rs« 

QUBEN. 



King* 
My qneen. 

QUBEN. 

Indeed, it ihoald be fo -^ 
Hien fign theft orderi ibr AmUa*9 death. 
He ibim> turns pale, he's finkiiig into earth. 
Enough ; be gone, and fling ^ee at her feet; 
Doat on my fiave, and foe to her for nftercy. 
Go ; pour forth all the lolly of thy ibul ; 
But bear in mind, thou giv'ft not of thy own : 
Thou giv'ft that kindnd^ which I bought with bloed> 
Nor (hall I lofe unmov'd. 

King. 

I wi(b, my queen. 
This fHll had flept a^retfor thy fake; 
^ But fince thy re^kfi jealoofy of foul 
Has been fo iladious of its- own difquiet. 
Support it as you may-»^I own I've felt 
JmiUa*% charms, and think them worth my love. 

QUBEN. 

And dar'ft thou bravely own it too ? O infult ! 

Forgetful man ! 'tis I then owe a omwn ! 

Thou hadil ftill grovell'd in the lower world. 

And view'd a throne at diihinee, had not I 

Told thee, thou waft a man, and (dreadAil thought !) 

Through my own brother cut thy way to empire ; 

But 
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But thou might'ft well forget a crown beftow'd ; 
That gift was fmall ; I liften'd to thy fighs> 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

King. 

I thank you for it r 
The gifts yott niade me were not call away : 
I underiland their worth : Hofband and King 
Are names of no mean import ; they rife high. . 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r.— 
Whatever I was, I now am king of Egypt, 
And Myris* lord^ 

, ^ - QuEEK. 

I dream : Art thou Bufiris t 
Bufirisi that has trembled at my feet ? 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow 
Difpenfing fate, and looking down on Myris ^ 
Doll thou derive thy fpirit from thy crimes I 
'Caufe thou haft wrongM me, therefore doft thou threatett^ 
And roll thine eye in anger ? Rather bend» 
And fue for pardon !— O deteftable I 
Barn for a ftranger's bed ! 

King. 

And what was mine» 
When Myris firft vouchfaf 'd to fmile on me ^ 

QUBEN. 

Diftradtion ! death ! upbraided for my love !— 

Thou art not only criminal, but bafe : 

Mine was a godlike guilt : Ambition in it ; 

Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds ; 

For know, J hated when I moft carefs'd.: 

•Twas not Bujsris, but the crown, that charm'd me. 

And fent its fparkling glories to my heart: 

But thou canft foil thy diadem with ilaves. 

King. 
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King. 
Syjfhoces is a king then. 

Queen. 
Ha! : 
' King. 
Let fair Jmelia know the king attends her. \ExiU 

Queen. 
Go, tyrant, go, and wifely, by thy fliame. 
Prepare thy way to ruin : I'll overtake thee. 
Living or dead; if dead, my gboft ftiall rife. 
Shriek in thy ears, and llalk before thine eyes : 
In death, I'll triumph o'er my. rival's charms. 
And cliill thy blood, when clafp'd within her arms ; 
Alone to fuifer is beneath the Gjeat ; 
Tyrant, thy torment Ihall fupport my State. \Exk^ 



ACT 



H 
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ACT IIL 



SCENE L 
S C £ N Ei Tlfi GcMsrsfi Hm^. 

fCiifo. 

E R B dwetts my ftubbom hat i Pll footk her pride^ 
And lay an huml>led monarch at her ieet : 
Bat let her well confider ; if fhe's flow 
To welcome blifs, and dead to glory's charms^ 
Then my refentment rifes in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my f]ave> 
And turns flie force of her own charms againft her : 
Monarchs may courts but cannot be deny'd^ 

[Enttr the QuB£N> *veiUd» 
Amelia^ dry thy tears* and lay aiide 
That melancholy veil. Ha! Myris! 

QUEBN. 

Myris! 
A name that ihould like thunder firike thine ear. 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place : 
But wherefore Hoft thou think I meet thee here f 
Not with mean iighs, and deprecating tears. 
To humble me before thee, and increafe 
The number of thy (laves, in hope to break 
Thy rcfolution, and avert thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if thou (halt dare perfift> 

The 
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The vengeance due to injur'd heaven and me: 
And by this warnmg double thy offence : 
Think, think of vengeance ; 'tis the only joy 
Which thou haft left me ; I'm no more thy wife* 
Nor queen ; but know I am ^ woman ftill. 

Enter Auletbs. 

.; AULSTBS. 

May all the gods watch o'er your li£s aad empires 
And render omens vain 1 So fierce the florm> 
Old'Memfhis from her deep foundations ihake% 
And fuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us> 
As make the boldeft tremUe : See the mOon 
Robb'd of her light, difcolour'd, without fonOi 
Appears a bloody fign, hung out by Jove» 
To fpeak peace broken with the fons of men; 
The Nile, as frighted, ihrinks within its banks | 
And as this hour I pafs'd great Ifi* temple. 
A fudden flood of ligKt'ning ruih'd upon it^ 
And laid the flirine is^ aihes. 

Kino. 

O mighty^// 
Why all thefe figns in nature ? Why thi« tumult 
To tell me I am guilty ? If my crown 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back : 
My crown, indeed, I may refign ; but O ! 

Who can awake the dead ? f 

*Tis hence thefe ipe&res (hock my midnight diought|« 
And nature's laws are broke to difcompoie mie; 
'Tis I that whirl thefe hurricanes in air. 
And (hake the earth's foundations with my guilt 

Myris / give me back my innocence. 

QVBBN. 

1 bought it with an empire. 

King. 
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I would remind dice of aiy late commandii. 

Au LSTES. 

Madam, *65 needkls to remind yonr flave— 
At dead of night I iet the prisoners ficc 

Yes, fet the piis*nen free— 'tis geeat revenge ; 
Soch as my (ovl pants after— It hfroiairt ae» 

it will gall tbe tyiant ! fbb lum iume; 
And if one fpark of gratitade fiirvives» 
Soften Sjpimctt lo my foft defife: 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy ; 

Ye gods! orletmcperift, orddhoy; 

Or rather both ; for what has Kfe to boaft 

When vice is tafteleis grown, and viitae loft ? 

Glory and wealth I call upon in vain. 

Nor wealthy nor glory, can appeafe my pain ; 

My every joy upbraids me with my guilt. 

And triumphs tell me Acred Mood is fpilt. \^Exit Qu. 

Enur Myron. 
MraoK. 
The (hining images of war are fled. 
The fainting trumpets languifh in mine ear. 
The banners furl'd, and all the fprightly blaze 
O/burniih'd armour, like the letting fun, 
Infeniibly is vaniih'd from my thought : 
No battle, iiege, or ftorm, fufUin my fbttl 
In wonted grandeur, and fiU out my hreaft : 
But (bftnefs deals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in languiihments and fighs. 
And pours it out at my Mandamus feet— — - 

1 fee her e'en this moment ftand before me» 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold : 

I have her here ; I dafp her in my afmss. 

3 And 
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AacI in Hit madnefs <^ exceffive love> 

Sigh ottt my keatt» md bleed with teodemefi. 

AtrLBtES. 

My lord, too miich you cfaerifh this delttfion: 
She is another's. ' 

Miritoi^. 
Do not tell me (b : 
Say rather ihe is dtead : each heav'nly charm 
Tum'd into horror ! O the pain of p»ms 
Is when the &ir one» whom our foul is fond ol^ 
Gives tranfport, and receives it from another I 
How does my (bal bum np With ftrong define $ 
Now (hriidc into itie!f1 Now blaze again ! 
I'll tear and rend th« firing^ that tie the to htn 
If I flay longer httre, I aiti ilnddne. 

Js it is g^ng, SnUrr NiCAKok. 

NtCAlVOIt. 

My prince, dtod, finte (iich hohdUfs fOM yoiich(afe^ 
lAy friend! 1 have prefuitl'd upon your favour; 
This is my daughter's birth-dky, iitid this ni^ht 
I dedicate to joys. Which ever lanj^uifh. 
If you refafe to crowil thexh wi^ your pttfttKt. 

My RON. 

Nicaticr, I wiis warm on other thoughts 

NiCANOR* 

I HA (BU neat* you lA the day of dauber. 
In toilfome marches, and the bloody field. 
When nations againft nations dafU in arms. 
And half a people tn one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your heUnet, thrgwn afide^ 
Caft oA^ and delds# in the hour of peace ^ 

Ta Mtroit* 
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Myron. 
Since then yon prcfs it;, I maft be your gqcft. 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move, [j^^. 

As under check c^ibme contronling pow'r. 
What can this mean ? Wine may relieve my thoughts. 
And mirth and converfe lift my ibol again. \^Extsttttm 

The back /cem draws, and finws a hanqutU 

Enter Mandanb, richly dreffid, 
Mandanb. 
It was tins day that |;ave me life; this day 
Should give much more, ihould give me Memnom too : 
But I am rivaled by his chains ; they clafp 
The hero round (a cold* unkind, embrace I) ; 
And but an earned of far worfe to come : 
While he, my foul, in dungeon darknefs clos'd. 
Breathes damp unwholefome fteams, and lives on poifon, 
I am compelled to fuffer ornaments. 
To wear ^e rainbow, and to blaze in gems ; 
To put on all the fhining guilt of dre6. 
When 'tis almoft a crime that I flill live : 
Thefe eyes, which can't dif&mble, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are honeft to my heart; 
Thefe robes, O Mmmon ! are Mandani% chains. 
And load^ and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 

[£x-/V Mandane. 

Enter Mraow, Nicanoh* Aulbtb$, \Sc. They take 
ibeir placeu 

NlCANOR. 

Sound louder, found, and waft my wHh to heav*n. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r ; 
For ever fhine pro^dbus on my daughter: 

3 Protca 
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Protcdk her, profpcr her ; and lyhcn I'm dead» 
Still blefk me in MoHdanis happinefs ! 

[Tbi bowl goes rowuf. Mufic, 
Hafte» call my daughter ; none can tafte of joy 
Till ihe, the miflrefs of the feall> is witli us. 

A /em/ant brings Nicanor a letter: He reads it. 

The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 

Myron. 
Not leave us, general ? 

Nicanor. 

Ha ! the king here writes me^ 
The difcontented populace, that held. 
O'er midnight bowls, their. de(perate cabals. 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrors of this ftormy night, 
£v'n now they deluge all yon weftem vale. 
And form a war, ipipatient for die day : ^ 

The fpreading poifon too has caught his troops. 
And the revolting foldiers Hand in arms 
Mix'd with feditious citizens. 

Myron, 

Your call is great. 

Softer Ma n d a n b. My %ov /tarts from bis feat in difwdei^. 

Mandanb. {.A/Sde.] 

O Memnm ! how (hall I become a banquet, 
Supprefs my forrows, and comply with joy ? 
Severeft fate ! Am I deny'd to grieve ? 

Nicanor. 
Be comforted* my child : I'll foon return. 
Why doil thou make me blufh ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down ray cheek. 

T 3 Mtron. 
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ilriiON. [jpUf ^ AiOelea.] 
I mvft awiiy : * 
H^ finiles were dreadlU» but her te^rs are deaths 
I can no more : I tak beneath her ckann^ 
And feel a deadly fickneis at my heart. 

N|CAMoa. 
Your cheek is pale : I dare OQt let yo^ p^yt : 
You are not wc H ->^ a 

HxMJft. 

A finaB.kKtt(pofiiiio»% 
I foon (hall throw it fro^ m^-rfarevcU geneiral i; 
(ponqtieft BfiK^ yoi^r ann^t 

NicANoa. 

Yottihiyinotleayi^ 
Yoor fervant's roof; 'tis an nnwholefpQie air. 
And my apartment wants a goeft» 
Myron. 

If health retvmsj, I fhall not pre(^ my couch» 
And hear of diftant conqaefts ; but overtake theej, 
And add new terror to the front of war^ 

NiCANoa. 
Mean time, you are a guardian to my child : 
Let her not mifs a father in my abfence : 
She's all my foul holds dear. 

Both. [Jimir^uM^»} 
Fareweh Farew.eL 
NiCAMoa nwuts on Mir^oif oJfthAftag^ om/r^tuntkK 
NicANoa. 
My child^ I feel a tendemefs at heart 
I never felt before : Come near, Mandafii% 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the fadieF-*<p«« 

Thy dying mother with her clay-c<rfd hand. 

frtfs'4 
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PrefsM mine ; then* tttrnin^ on tine her Sunt ty^ 
Let fall a tear o£ fondneSs^ and cifpir'd— -— 
I cannot love^'dwe-well enough-; her grace; 
Softens thy cheek,, and lives, wkhin tidweye. 
Let me embrace you ^/in^My heart o'erflows— • 
If I (hould fall— Thy siothBr's monument-^ 
But I fhaH kin thy tendenief»-«No more : 
Nay, do not weep ; I fhaH return again* 
And with my- deareft child fit down in pcacci 
And long enjoy her goodnefs; 

Ma-mpane* 

If the god» 
Regard your daughter's iervent vows, yea will, 

NlCANOR. 

Farewel, my only care ; my ibul is with diee ; 
KegZT^ your/elf, and you remeaiber me. [J'^'z* 

Mnter My Ki}i^ and Av LET us, 
Myron. 
No place can give me' eafe ; my reftlefs thought* 
Like working billows in a troubled fea, 
Toflcs me. to and fro ; nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where ?— Ha ! where indeed I 
But let me paufe, and aik myfelf again, * 

If I am well awake---*Impetuou8 blifs ! 
My heart leaps up ; my mounting fpirits blaze ; 
My f6ul is in a tempeft of delight ! 

AULETES. 

My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breafl.' 
Myron. 

What hour of night f 

AVLETES. 

My lord, the night's far fpcnt. 

Myron. 

Thev gates are barr'd, 
T 4 . And 
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And all the hodfaoU is oompos'd to rdL 

AVLITBS* 

An : And die great Nican^r's own apartment # 
Prood to receive' a royal gneft* expedt yon. 

Myron* 
Perdition on thy ibnl for naming itim ! 
Nicanor / O I never (hall deep more ! 
Defend me ! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts I 
Broke loo(e from reafon, hem did they run mad ! 
And noiv they are come home all arm*d with ftings. 
And pierce my bleeding heart-*-^^ 
I beg the gbds to difilppoint my crime ; 
Vet almoft wi(h them deaf to my defire t 
I long> repent ; repent, and long again ; 
And ty^ry moment differs from the laft. 
I moil no longer pariey with deflrndion : 
Jluktes, feize me ; force me to my chamber;. 
There chain me down> and guard me from myfelf : 
Hell rifes in each thought; 'tis time to fly. [Exami^ 

Entir Man DANE «;i^Rameses« 

Rameses. 

1 hope your fears have giv'n a falfe alarm. 

Makdane. 
YouVe heard my frequent vi£ons of the night ; 
You know my father's abfence, Myron's paifion : 
Juil now I met him ; at my fight he fbirted ; 
Then with fuch ardent- eyes he wander'd o'er me» 
And gaz'd with fuch malignity of love. 
Sending his foul out to me» in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd. 

R AMESES. 

No more ; my friends (which, as I have inform'd yotf> 
The queen to gall the tyrant has fet free) 

Are 
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Are lodg'4 within your call : th* appointed fignal^ 
If danger threatens, brings them to your refcue* 

Mandan£« 
Where are they ? 

HamiSses. 
In the hall beneath yottr chamber : 
Memnon alone is wanting ; he's providing 
For your efcape before the morning dawn : 
The reft in viibrs, fearing to be known. 
Have ventured thro' the ftreets for your. prote£tk>n« 

Mandai^b. 
Aufpiciotts turn ! then I again am happy« 

Rambses. 
Aufpicious turn indeed ! and what compleats 
The happinefsy the bafe man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low : I watdi'd him from the king $ 
I took hinrwarm, while he, with lifted brow, 
Confefs'd high thought, and triumph'd in his mien : 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
*Tis late; refrelh yourfelf with ilcep, Mandane. 

[£;t/V*Mattdaae« 
So, 'tis refolv'd, if Myron dares attempt 
So black a crime> it juftifies the blow : 
He dies ; and my poor brother's ghoft fliall fmilc. 
This way he bends his fteps : 1 hate his fight; 
And ihall till death has made it lovely to me. \ExU* 

"Enter Myron /^W Auletes. 
Myron.. 

how this paiHon, like a whirlpool, drives me^ 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 

1 know not where, and draws in all my foul ! . 
1 reafon ranch ; but reafon about her ; 

And where fhe is, all ^eafon dies before her i 

Aoi 
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And argi|iiieiits but teU ne 1 am < 

So black the night, as if no ftar e'er flione 

In all the wide expanfe ; the light*ning's flaih 

But fhews the darkneis ; and the burfting ckMida 

With peals of thunder feem to rock the land : 

Not beads of prey dare now from (belter roam. 

But howl in dens, and make the foreft groan. 

What then am I ? A monfber, yet more fell. 

Than haunts the wilds /—I am* and threaten mote : 

My breaft is darker than this dreadful night, . 

And feels a fiercer tempeft rage within.—-— 

I muft— I will— -Thb leads me to her chamber— 

Did not the raven croak.? . {^Startin^^ 

AirLBTES» 

I hear her not. 
Myron. 
By heav'ui methinks earth trembles im^r me.<«-<« 
Awake, ye furies^ you are wanting to me; 
O iiniih me in ill ; O take me whole ; 
Or gods confirm me good, without allay. 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myfelf ; 
Let me not thus be dafli'd from fide to fide— 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me. 
Confided in me, gave her to my care^ 
Nor long fmce fav'd my life — And doubt I ftilU 
I'm guiUy of the fadt ; here let me lie. 
And rather groan for ever in the dull. 
And float the marble pavement with my tears. 
Than ri£e into a monfter. [Flings himjelf dvwn^ 

M A N D A N E, paffng at a difiancit Jjnuks ta a fervanU 
Mavdanb. 

Well, obferve me. 
Before the rifing fun my lord arrives^ 

To 
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To feal our vowr; the holy pritSt is with hiM : 
Watch to rec«iye then at the weftern gate. 
And privately conduft them to lay chamber. [ExJe. 
Mtkon. [SHfrthg t^.J 

torment! racks! andflaines^! ^n ihe expeds him 
With open arms ! Am I caft out for ever ; 

For ever muft defpair, unlefs I fnatch 

The prefent moment ? She is al) prepar'd; 

Her wifbes waking, and her heart on fire ! 

That pow'rfiil thought iweeps* heav'n and hell before it> 

And lays all: opcft to the prince of Sgyft ; 

Born to enjoy whatever he defires. 

And fling fear, angoiih, and remorfe, behind him. 

1 fee her midnight drefs^bep flowing hair. 
Her flacken'd boibm, her relenting mien. 
All the forbidding forms of day flung off 
For yielding foftnefs«*-0 I'm ^ confufion ! 
I fhiver kt each joint ! Ah ! fl)e was made 
To joAify the Uackeft crimes, and gild 
Koin and dei^th with her deftrudive charms, 

AVL»TJ$* 

You'll force her then i 

Mvaoif, 

Thou villain but to think it. 
No } I'll folicit her with all my pow'r ; 
Conqueft and crowns fhall fparkle in her flght : 
If (he confent» thy prince is blefs'd indeed. 
Takes wings, and tow'rs above mortality ; 
If fhe reflfl, T put an end to pain. 
And lay my breathlefs body at her feet. 

M A N D A N E, pajjin^ at a diftance to her chamhert My RON 
meets her. 
Mandane. 
ts diis well doncji my lord ? 

MVRON. 
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Myron. 

CoBdeinn me not 
Before you hear roe : Let this poilure tell yon, 
I'm not (o guilty as perhaps your fears. 
Your commendable, modeft fears, fafpe^ : 
Nay, do not go ; you know not what you do ; 
J wou'd receive a favour, not conftraia it ; 
Keturn, or good N leaner, beft of fathers. 
Shall charge you wiJi the murder of his friend. 

Mandanb. 
And dare you then pronounce that facred name* 
And yet perfift ! Were you his morul foe. 
What could your malice more i 
MYROir« 

Of fair Mamdane i 
I know my fault ; I know your virtue too ; 
But fuch the violence of my diforder. 
That 1 dare tempt e'en you : Methinks that guilt 
Has fomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r— t 
But touch me with your hand, I die with blifs. 
Why fwells your eye ? By hcav'n, I'd rather fee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own I'm mad ; but I am mad of love : 
You can^t condemn me more, than I myfelf i; 
In that we are agreed ; Agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me ; refent, but yield j^ 
For, O, I bum, I rave, I die, with love \ 

Mandanb. 
OSir! 

Myron. 
Nay, do not weep fo ; it will kill me : 
This moment, while I fpeak, my eyes are darkened j 
I cannot fee thee ; and my trembling limbs 

Refttfe 
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Refuie to bear their weight ; all left of life 
Is that I love : If love was in oar powV» 
The fault were mine ; iince not> yoa muft comply. 
How godlike to befiow more heav'nljr joys 
Than you can think> and I fapport> and live ! 

Mandane. 
0» how can yon abufe your facred reafon* 
That particle of heav'n, that foul of ycf<ue. 
To varnifh o'er, and paint, fo black a crime ! 
O prince !— — « 

My ron^ 
What iays Mtatdam f 
Mandane. 

Sir, obferve me : 
My bnrfting fighs, and ever-ftreaming tean^ 
Your noble nature has with pity feen ; 
But would they not work deeper in your fenl. 
Were you convinced my forrows flow for you ? 
For you, my lord, they flow ; for I am fafe 
(I know you are furpris'd) : They flow for you; 
Myron, my father* s frientU ttkj princiy my guefi'^m 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my pisace* 
And need I further reafon for theie tears I 
Nature afFords no obje6t of concern 
$0 great, as to behold a gen'nius mind 
Dnv'n by a fudden guft, and daihM on guilt— « 
*Tis bafe; you ought not: *Tis im practicable; 
You cannot — Make neceflity your choice ; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt. 
Of fruitlefs bafenefs, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illufbious life has dearly bought* 
Iji toilibme marches, and in fields of blood* 

Enfer 
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Ewter AuLBTES> 4tul Jerwmtt. 

AULETES. 

My lord> your fife'B befet ; the rooai beneadi 

Is throng'd wkk raffians> which but wilt the figiial# 

To ruih and flieath their daggers is your heart. 

Myroic. 
Betray*d ! Corft ibiterefi ; it wlu a pfet» 
Concerted by them aU« to cake ny lifb» 
And this the bait to tempt me to the toiL 
She dies 

AULtfTIS, 

No; firft eiiJoy> th^n mnrder h( 
Truft to my condttft* and you ftiil are fafe. 
They all are mafk'd : I have my vixor too i ; 
Bat time is ihort : for once confine in me* 
Yoa, Sir* for fafety, fly to your apactmoit; 

[To the priwc^. 
Yoa bear Mandmu to her dofet^^You [?9 Jervaas. 

Speed to the foathem gate^ and btril it open. 

[As tin ftrvamu fiisae MandanCj fi>e gi*vtt tbejiptal. S&9 
is borm of* 

Enter Rameses anJ cenjpiraterst nu^*d^ 

Rambses. 
The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him \ 
Difperfe ; fly feveral ways ; let each man bear 
A fleady point* well levell'd at his heart : 
If he efcapes us now* fuc^efs attend him; 
May he for ever jtriumph I 

[As they pafs the ftage in conftt^,, AvtZTZS euttrr 
mafik^d orAng ihenu 

AULETB9. 

Ha! Why halt you! 

Purines 
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Parfae^ pnrfiie; e'en mm I fax^ tke monfter^ 
The villain Myron, with thefe eyes i ^w Mtt, 
Bearing his pvise fwift to the wefleni gtte : 
Thew^ theare, it hurfl. [J noife wthout. 

All. 
Away; p«rihe ! 

AULBTSS. [U^UutJ\ 

'Tisdone; 
Advaiice the mafly bar, and all.i» fafe : 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the pafs. 

My RQN, 

I (hall at leaft have* time Ipr veagesmce on her. 
And.then I care ^ot if I die. Barbarii^ns ! 
Their fwords are pointed at my life ! *Tis well ! 
But I will give them an excufe for murder j 
Such, fuch a caufe — OS love, and foft comp^ifion ; 
Harden each iinew of my heart to fteel: 
I'll do, what done will d^ock myfetf, and thofe 
Whom time fets fartheft from this dreadful hour. 

Enter MAK'DANfi,y^<^^ «r hy Avletss* 
Mamdanc. 
By all die pow'rs that can reveaige a fklihood^ 
I'm innocent from any thoughts of blood, 

Myroh. 
Why then your chaffipions here in arms ? 'Tis falie. 

Mandame. 
Ah ! let my life fufHce you for the wrong 
You charge upon me ! O my royal mafter ! 
My fafety from all ill ! my great defender ! 
Or did my father but infult my tears. 
And give me to your care to fuffer wrong ; 

KiU 
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Kill me, but not yoar friend> bot not my father; 

He loves us bocii* and my ferere diftrefs 

Will fcarce more deeply wound ium than ymr guilt. 

[Myron ivaUis paffwHauly at a Sfiancu 
My EON. 
Slaves, are you Ayom agatnft me I Stop her voice. 
And bear her to my chamber. . 

Mandanb. 

OSirl OMyn*/ 
Behold my tears— Here will I fix for ever— * 
I'll dafp your feet, and grow into the earth—* 
O cut me, hew me-— j;ive to ev'ry limb 
A feparate death— but fpare my fpotlefs virtue ;— > 
But fpare my £une— You wound to diftant ages— 
And thro' all time my memory will bleed* 

Myron. [As fir«v ants force in Mandane. J 
Diftra£Uon I All the pains of hell are on me \ 
Mandane* \j^h$ is borm cflj 

Memnm / O my lord t-^^^ny life ! where art thou ? 

\yiyTOn expreffes fudden paffion and furprizt : Stands 
avihikfix^d in aftonijhmenti then^eaks^ 

Myron* 
As many accidents concur to work 
My paffions up to this unheard-of crime. 
As if the gods deiign'd it-^be it then 
Their fault, not mmt^^Memnon i Said (he not Mtmnvtf^ 
My heart began to ftagger; but 'tis over— 
Heav'n blafl me, if I thought it poi&ble 

1 could be ilill more curft— That hated dog. 
Her lord, her life !— I thank her for my cute 
Of all remorfe and pity; this has left me 
Without a checks and thrown the looien'4 Kin» 

On; 
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On my wild paffion, to run headlong on> 

And in her ruin quench a double ifire; 

The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Deftrudion full of tranfj>ort ! Lo, I come» 
Sv^ft on the wing^ to meet my certam doom : 
I know the danger, and I know the fhame ; 
But> like our Phoenix,' in fo rich a flame 
I plunge triumphant nay devoted head. 
And doat on death in that luxurious bed. 
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Entir Myroh in the utmoft difirdert tare-headed, tjuiihtui 
light, &c. Walks difturbedly befort htj^ioh. 

Myron, 

HENCEFORTH let no man tnifl the firfl fklfe fteyl 
Of guilt ; it hangs upon a precipice^ 
Whole deep defcent in laft perdition ends. 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd !— But be it fo : 
Confunmiate horror 1 guilt beyond a name ! 
Dare not, my foulj repent ; in thee repentance 
Were fecond guilt, and thou blafphem'll joft heay% 
By hoping mercy. Ah ! my pain will ceafe 
When gods want pow'r to punifh— Ha ! the dawn-* 
Rife never more, O fun ! let night prevail ; 
Eternal darknefs dofe the world's wide fcene. 
And hide me from Nicamr and myfelf ! 
Who's there ? \Enter Auletes* 

AuLBTES^ 

My lord ? 

Myron. 
AuUtts T 

AULETBS. 

Guard your Iif<u 
The boufe is rouzM ; the fervants all alarm'd ; 
The gilded tapers dart from room to room; 

Solemn . 
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Solemn confufion, and a trembling hafte, 
Mixt with pale horror> glares on cv*ry face s 
The flrengthen'd foe has mfh'd upon your guard* 
And cut their paffage thro' them to tl^ gate ; 
Implacable Ramefes leads them on» 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your Uood* . 

Myron. 
Why, let them come ; let in thcraging torrent : * 
I wifh the world would rife in arms againft me ; 
For I muft die ; and I would die in Hate. 

The doors are hurft open. Servants pafi the Jfage in tumuli: 
Rameses, l£c. purfue Myron'/ guards over the ftagi\ 
then R A M E s £s and Syphoces enter ^ meeting. 

Rameses. 
Where is the prince ? 

Syphoces, 

The moniler ftands at bay : 
We can no more than fhut him from efcape. 
Till further force arrive. 

Rambles. 

OmfSjpUm! 
Syphoces. 
.This is a grief; but not for words. 
Does fheftiU live? 

Rameses. 

She lives !— bat O how blefii'd 
Are they which are no more ! By ftealth I faw hef'S 
Call on the ground in mourning weeds (he lies; 
Her torn and loofenM trefTes fhade her round ; 
Thro' which her £ice, all pale, as (he were dead* 
Gleams like a fickly moon ; too great her grief 
For words or tears ! but ever and anon. 
After a dreadful, ftill, infidious calm, 

U z CoUeainf 
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Colleding all her breath, long, long fupprefs'd. 
She fobs her foul out in a lengthen'd groan. 
So fad, it breaks the heart of all that hear* 
And fends her maids in agonies away. 
Syfhocbs** 

tale, too noomfal to be thought on ! 

Rambsbs. 

Hold 

No, let her idrgins weep $ forbear, Sypboces ; 
Tear oat an eye, bat damp not our revenge ; 
Diijpatch your letters ; 111 go comfort her. 

[AJiruantJpeaks afidt to Ramefes. Exit Syphoces. 
And has fhe then commanded none approach her f 
I'm forry for it; bat I cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All offered cure into a new dlfeafe : 
It flians our love, and comfort gives her pain* 

Jtr-M/iT Syphocbs. 
Stphocbs. 
Your father is retomM; redundant iWZr, 
Broke from its channel, overfwelis the pafs. 
And fends him back to wait the waters M. 

Rambsbs. 
And is he then retum'd ?— I tremble for him. 

1 fee his white head rolling in the daft : 

Bttt hafte ; it is our duty to receive him. . [£«rr. 

• ' 

£ir/rr Myron. 
Mykon. 
I feel a pain of which I am not worthy; 
A pain, an anguiih, which the honefl man 
Alone deferves.— Is it not wondrous ftrange, , 
That I, who itabb'd the very heart of nature. 

Should 
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Should have furvivlng aught of man aix>ttt me ? 

And yet I know not how> of gratitude 

And friendfliip iUll the ftubborn fparks furvive; 

And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my foul. 

Confufion! he's retum'd [Starting^ 

£«/^ NlCANOR. 

Ni c A M R • lJ^<vanciHg to eTidfraci Myron. ] 

My prince—— 
My RON. [ Turning afide^ and biding his face. ] 

My fiiend«-> 

NlCANOR. 

I interrupt you. Si r ■ 

Myron. [Smiting Ifis ireafi,] 

I had thee there : 
Before thou cam'ft, my thoughts were bent upon thee. 

NiCANOR. • 

Sir* you are too kind ! 

My RON. [Afide.'l 

• Death! tortures ! hell! 

NlCANOR. 

What fays my prince ? 

Myron. 
' A fudden pain« 

To which I'm fubjedl, ftruck acrofs my heart : 
'Tis paft : I'm well agam. 

NiCANOR* 

* Heav'n guard your health ! 
Myron. 

Doft thott then wiih it ? 

NiCANOR. 

Am I then diftrufled ? 
Then, when I fav'd your life, I did the lead 

1 e'er wou'd do to ferve.you. 

U 3 .Myron. 
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Myron. 

Barbarous i 

NiCANOR. 

What have I done, my prince ? which way o£Eisnded ? 
Has not my life, my foul, been yours ? 

Myron. 

Oh !— oh !— 
NlCANOa. [Tahs htm fy the Ufand.] 
By heavHiv I'm wrong'd ! ipeak, and I'll clear myfelfl 

Mraoif. 
I'nrpoiibn and defb-udtion ; curfe thy gods ; 
I'll kill thee in compaffion . O my brain ! 
Away, away, away I [Sho^et him /rem him, i^^* 

NiCANOR. 

Do, kill me, princ e - 
You ihall not go ;~I do demand the cauie. 
Which has put forth thy hand againfl thy father ! 
For, thus provok'd, I'll do myfelf the juftice. 
To tell thee, youth, t^at I deferve diat name ; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I* 

Myron. 
I hear them ; they are on me— Loofe thy hold. 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaft. 

NiCANOR* 

Your dagger's needlefs ! O ungrateful boy ! * 

Myron. [Emhrace,"] 
Forgive me, father ! O my foul bleeds for thee ! 

[As he is going out, Auletes meets him, and /peaks to him 
afide. 
What, no efcape ? on cv'ry fide inclos'd ? 
Then I refolve to periih by his hand ; 
'Tis juft I ihou'd ; and meaner death I fcorn: 
But how to work him to my fate, to fting 
His paffion up fo high, will be a ta& 

5 To 
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*To me fevere ; as difficult as Grange. 

Support ine> cruel heart ; it muSt be done, [4/^^' 

NtCANOR. 

Now> from^myviMyibul, I cannot tell-» 
But 'tis enchantment ^ ; for tUngs fo ftrang« 
Have happenM) I naght well dtilraft my iciift ; 
But> if mine eyes are true» I plaiml/ read 
A heart in anguifh; and, I muft confefs. 
Your grief is juft — It was inliainaii in you— 
But tdl the caufe ; unravel, from 1^ bottom^ 
The myftery that has embroU'd our loves 
(For ftill, my prince, I love, fince you repent) : 
What accident deprived me of my friend. 
And loft you to yourfelf ? 

MrR<»K. 

A traitor's lighc I 

NiCAKOR. 

Beneath my roof? 

MmoK. 

Beneatli thy very helmet : 
Thou art a traitor. Guacd tbyfeif. [Dra^wt, 

I NlCANOR. 

Diftraaion ! 

Traitor ! For ftanding by your fethci^s ihrone; 

And ftemming the' wild ftrcam, that roars againft it. 

Of rebel fubjcifts, and of foreign foes ? 

For training thee to glory and to war ? 

For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 

The noble ardors of a future god ? 

Farewel ; I dare not truft my temper more. 

Mr RON. 
Grey-headed, venerable, traitor t 

U 4 Eftfsr 
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Ewter Ramesbs* 
Ramesbs. 

Ha! 
Torn, turn, blafpKemer, and repreis thy taunts ; 
All provocation's needlefs, but thy fight. 

[He ^ifmults tbc frincf : ViitiMX Undirs bm» 
NiCAKoa« 
Forbearj my Ton. 

Ramesbs^ 
Forbear? 

I^ICANOR. 

If I am calfflj 
Your rage ihould cr^ft. 

Rameses. 
Nq ; 'tis my own revenge i 
Vnlefs« Sir, yau difinira me for your fon^ 

NlCANOR^ 

Thy fword againil thy prince ? 

^AMBSISS. 

A villain | 

NlCANOIi, 

Holdl 

Rameses* 

The wojrft of villains ! 

NiCANOR, 

. 'Tis too much* 
Rameses. 

O father !— <« 

NiCANOR. 

What would'ft thou ? 

Rameses* 
Sir, your daughter 

NiCANOR. 

Rightly thought | 

Shf 
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She beft can comfort me in all my forrow : 
Call> call Mandam : To behold my child 
Wott'd cheer me in the agonies of -death : 
Call her, Ram/ts.-^-^Am I difobefy'd ? 

Ramesjis. 

OSir!— 

NlCANOR. 

What mean thofe transports of concern i 

Ramesbs. 
Though I'm an outcaft from yoor love, I weep 
To open your black fcene of miiery. 

NiCANOR. 

Where will this end ?>— O my foreboding heart ! 

Rameses. 
Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting. 
You gave, with (beaming eyes, your foul's delight^ 
While yet your laft embrace was warm about hinu 
Gloomy and dreadful as this flormy night, 
Ru(h on your child, your comfort, your Mandam^ 
AH fweet and lovely as the blufhing mom. 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathlefs, pale^ 
Proffa^te in anguifh, tearing up the earth. 
Imploring, fhrieking, to the gods and yo u ^m 
O hold my brain !— Look there, and think the relL 

The hack fcene opens. A darkened chamber ^ a hed, and tifi 
curtains draiMn. fFomen fafs out, weeping. Sec t^iCAVO^ 
/ails hack on Ramesbs. 

NiCANOR. 

Is't poflible— >my child ! my only daughter ! 
The growth of my own life { that fweeten'd age 
And pain !— «0 nature bleeds within me. 

Manoanb. 
Weep not, my virgins s ceafe your ufelefs tears ; 

mndnefs 
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Kindnds is diiow« sway vpoD ddjnir. 
And but provokes the ioaam k woold eal^ 

NlCAMOK* 

Afift meibrwards* 

MAIIDAKg. 

Moft Qnwelcome aews ! 
Is he retorn'd ? The god* fvpport mj £uher. 
I now begin to wiih he lov'd aie Ie& 

Nl€A«#t* 

There, diere^ flie pieic'd die y«iy cend'feft netre: 
She pities me, dear babe ; Qte pittes me : 
Through all the raging tortures of her foul. 
She feels ny pain ! Bot hold, my hear^tQ thank her; 
Then borft at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put MjrM from my thought. [G^is to her* 

Mandan£« 

Severed fiite 
Has done its woril^IVe drawn my Other's tcint. i 

NiCAVOR. 

Forbear to call me by that teixier name ; 
Since I can't help thee, I would &m fergiet 
Thou art a part of me — ^It only fhaipeas 
Tho^epang«» which, if a ilraager, I fhoold feci.— 
O fpare me, my Mundane ! To behold thee 
In inch excefs of forrow, quite dellroys me. 
And I (hall die, and leave thee, unrevengM. 

Mandanb. 
O Sir ! there are misfortunes moft fevere. 
Which yet can bear the light, and,' well fuftain'd. 
Adorn ihe fufFerer— But this aflli^oh 
Has made defpair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extinftion, and eternal night, 
A's height of happinef* [Scene /huts on them. 

EttUr 
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, Enter Syphoces. 
Kameses. 

O my Syphoces I 
SypHOCEs. 
And does this move you ? does this melt you dowi^ 
And pour you out in forrow ? Then fly far. 
Ere Memnon comes ; he comes with flulhing check. 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, ^ 

And blcfs his fate : How dreadfully deceived ! 

Rameses. 
The mclanch(^y fcene at length begins* 

JS'ff/^r Memnon* 

Memnon. 
O give me leave to yield to nature. 
And indulge my joy 
My friend ! my brother ! O the ecftafy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart! 
You love me not, if you refufe to join 
Tn all the juft extravagance and flight 
Of boundlefs tranfport on this happy hour. 
Where is my foul, my blifs, my lovely bride ? 
Call, call her forth : O hafte ; the priell expe^ us^ 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 

Rameses. . [7^? Syphoces.] 
Speak to him :— Pr'ythee fpeak. 

Syphoces. 

By heav'n I cannot. 

Memnon. 



What can this mean ? 



Rameses. 

Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 

Nay; Ramefes^ 

Memnon. 
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Mem HON. 
By aD die gods, they ftraggle widr their (brrovrs. 
And fwallow down their tears to hide them from me : 
By friendfhip's facred name, I charge you, fpeak* 

[They look oh him luitb the utmoft concern, ami go out Mr, 
different fides of the ft age. 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thooght* 
And all the horrors of ^ black furmife I 
What woe is this, too big to be exprefs'd ? 

my fad heart ! Why bod'ft thou fo feverely 1 
Memdan^% life's in danger ! There indeed ; 
Fortune I fear thee ftill; her beaoties arm thee; 
Her virtues make thee dreadfal to my thought; 
But for my love, how I could langh at fate ! 

Enter afervant, and gives him a paper. He reads. 
J^iUr KKia.B6E9g 'h/lzuvov fiwoonsy and falls on Ra« 

MESES. 

Rameses* 
Twcre happy if his foul wou'd ne*er return: 
The gods may ftill be merciful in this. 
His lips bej^ to rife.-— How fares my friend ? 

Memnon. 
Did Myron ftel my pangs, you'd pity hinu 
Enter Syphocbs, 

Syphoces. 
Fainting beneath th' oppreffion of her grief. 
This way Mandane feeks the freflier air : 
Let us withdraw ; 'twill p^ her to be fees. 
And moft of all by you. 

Memnon. 
By my own heart 

1 judge, and am convinc'd.— I dare not fee her : 
The light would ftrike me dead.—-* 
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{^jts Memnon u gung, Mandane me^ts him : Both ftart 
hack: She fiirieks. Memnon recvoers him/elf, and Jails 
at her knees ^ embracing them : She tries to dif engage : 
He not permitting, Jhe rai/es him: He takes her paffion* 
atel^ in his arms : They continue JpeechUfi and mntioi^ 
lefs for/ome 4ime. 

Rambses. 
Was ever moarnful interview like this ? 
See how they writhe with angoifh ! hear them groan ! 
See the large iilent dew ran trickling down. 
As from the weeping marUe; paffion choaks 
Their words^ and they're the flatues of defpair f 

Memnon. 
O my Mandane ! 

[At this fie ^violently breaks from him, and ixit» 

Bttt one moment more. 
jfs Memnon is /ollowing, Ramefes holds him* 
Rambses. 
Brother— 

Memnon. 
Forgive me.— 

Rambses. 

You're to blame—*— 
Mem non • {Pointing after her.^ 

Look there;* 
My heart is burfting. 

Rambses. 

Witk Revenge ? « 

Memnon. 

And Love» 
Rambses. 

Mrmnon.. 
One dear embrace ; 'twill edge my fword. 

Stphocbs. 



Revenge I 
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Stphoces. 
No» Mtmnon ; if our {words now want an edge. 
They'll want for ever ; to this (pot I charm thccw 
By the dread words. Revenge and Liberty i 
This is the crifis of our fates ; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er vs; 
They watch to fee ns ad like prudent men. 
And oat of ills extraft onr happiness. 
My friends, thefe dire calamities, like poiibn. 
May have their wholeibme ofe : This fad occafion. 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes ; 
It gives Nicator to our finldng fa£lion. 
And fBll the tyrant fhakes. 

Rameses. 

My father comes; 
Or fnatch this moment, or defpair for ever : 
While paffions glow, the heart, like heated fled. 
Takes each impreffioni and is work'd at pleafure. 

£1//^ NiCANOR. 
NiCANOR* 

Why have the gods chofe out my weaked hours 
To fet their terrors in array againft me ? 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth. 
Much more grey hairs^ and life worn down fo low. 
Vain man ! to be fo fond of breathing long. 
And {pinning out a thread of mifery : 
The longer life, the greater chiHce of evil ; 
The happieft man is but a wretched thing. 
That fteals poor comfort from comparifons ; 
What then am I ? Here will 1 fit me down. 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myfelf to death. 
Draw near, Ramefis ; I was raih erewhile. 
And chid thee without caufe-<*>How many years 
H&ve I been cas'd in fteel ? 

Rameses, 
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RaMB9E9. 

Full threefcord years 
Have chang'd the feafens o'er your crefted brow> 
And feen your faulchlon dy*d in hoftile blood. 

NiCANOR. 

|Iow many triomphs iince the king has reigned f 

Rameses. 
They number jufl your battles, one for one. 

NiCAKOR. 

True ; I have followed the rough trade of war 
With Tome fuccefs, and can without a bluih 
Review the fhaken £ott, and fanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleafure^ thiril and toil 
Blefl objedb of ambition. I remember 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I difdain'd the groaa^ 
Becaufe I fuffer'd for Bttfiri/ fake. 

RAMBSBSt 

The king is not to blame. 

NiCANOR. 

Is not the prince his fon f 
Rameses. 
But in himfelf— — 

Nl C A NOR. . [Rifing in fafftonJ] 

And has he loft his guilt, 
'Caufe he has injurM me ? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name.— Didft thou not tell me 
A fhameful black deiign on poor Amelia F 
O Memnon I what a glorious race is this. 
To make the gods a party in our caufe. 
And draw down bleffings on us I 

MSMKOIV. 
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Memkon. 

He that fapport& tbcm 
In fuch Uack crimes, is iharer of their goilc 

NXCANOR. 

Point out the man, an4, with thefe withered hands, 
I'd fly upon his throat, though hrwere lodged 
Within the circle of Bufiri^ arms. 
Rameses. 
He that prerents it not when in his power. 
Supports them in their courfe of flaming guilt ; 
And yon are he. 

NiCANOR. 

Thou rav'ft. 
Syphoces. 

The army's yours : 
I've (bunded every chief; but wave your finger, 
Thonlands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deflrufdon : 
But fweep his minions, cut a pander's throat. 
Or lop a fycophant, the work is done. 

NiCANOR. [Starting.^ 
What would you have me do ? 

Memnon. 

Let not your heart 
Fly off from your own thought ; be truly great ; 
Refent your country's, fufferings as your own : 
A generous foul is not confin'd at home. 
But fpreads itfelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And/eeh for every member of the land. 
What have we feen for twenty rolling years, 
.But one long trad of blood ! or, what is worfe, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans ; 
And free-bom men opprefs'd ! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curfe the moment of their birth ? 

5 Shan 
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Shall all the mother's fondnefs be employ'd 
To rear them up to bondage, give them ftrength 
To bear affli£lions, and fupport their chains ? 

Syphoces. [K?ieeiifig,'\ 
To you the valiant youth moll humbly bend. 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve. 
And graceful port defign'd to blefs the world. 
And take your great example in the field. 
May not be forc'd by lewdnefs in high place. 
To other toils, to labour for difeafe. 
To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 
At an inglorious dillance from the foe. 

Rameses. [Kneeling,'] 
To you Jmelia lifts her hands for fafety. 

M E M N o N . [ Burjiing into tears, ] 
To you — To you — 

NiCANOR. 

By heav'n he cannot fpeak. — I underftand thee : 
Rife— Rife— my fon : Rife all ; your work is done ; 
They perifh all ; thefe creatures of my fword. 
Have I not feen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying jav'lins, which ihut out the day. 
And fell in rattling ftornis at my command. 
To flay, and bury, proud Bujiris* foe ? 
He lives and reigns ; for I have been his friend : 
But ril unmake him, and plough up the ground 
Where his proud palace ftands. \Exit. 

Memnon. 

O my Mundane ! 
The gods by dreadful means bellow fuccefs. 
And in their vengeance moll feverely blefs : 
From thy bright llreaming eyes our triumphs flow. 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ilrikes the blow : 
Vol. 1. X So 
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So die £ur moon* when feas fwell high, and poor 
A waftefiil deluge on the trembling ihor^ 
Infpires the tiunnlt from her clouded throne. 
Where filent, pen£ve, pale, ihe fits ahme. 
And all the diftant ruin is her own. 
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SCENE I. 

The FiiU. 

Enter BusiRls and Auletes. ^n alarum at a diftanci, 

BusiRis. 
XTTELCOME the voice of war I Tho' loud the (bund, 
^ ^ It faintly fpeaks the language of my heart \ 
It whifpers what I mean. But fay^ Auletts, 
What urge thefe forlorn rebels in excufe 
For choofing ruin ? ^ 

. Auletes. 
Various their complaints : 
But fome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
PreiTes whole millions with incefTant toil 
(Toils fitter far for beafts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at. 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 

BusiRis. 
Do they not build for me ? Let that reward them. 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at. 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whofe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year. 
Thus drawing down the fun to human ufe. 
And making him their fervant ? Who pufh'd oiF 

X 2 With 
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With monntain dams the broad redundant Nile^ 
Defcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ftranger ftream in unaccuflom'd fhores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 
But virtues are forgot. — Away— To arms ! 
I call to mind my glorious anceflry. 
Which, for ten thoufand rolling years renown'd. 
Shines up into eternity itfelf^ 

And ends among the gods. [An alarunu 

Enter Memnon. 

AULETES. 

The rebel braves us. 
BusiRis. 
Hold ! let our weapons thirft one moment longer ; 
And death Hand ftill 'till he receives my nod; 
Whom meet I in the midft of my own realm. 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 
Memnon. 

The flave, 
. Whom dread Bufiris lately laid in chains ; 
An emblem of his country. 

BusiRis. 

Is it thus 
You thank my royal bounty ? 

Memnon. 

Thus you thank'd 
The good Artaxes ; thus you thank'd my father. 

fiusjRis. 
What I have done, conclude moft right and juft ? 
For I have done it ; and the gods alone 
Shall alk me Why : Thou liv'ft, altho' they fell ; 
And, if they fell unjuftly, greater thanks 
Are due from Thee, whom e'en injufticc ipar'd. 

Memnon. 
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Memnon. 
Thy kindnefles are wrongs ; they mean to footh 
My injur'd foul, and fteal it from revenge, 

BusiRis. 
Turn back tliine eye ; behold thy troops are thin* 
Thy men are rarely fprinkled o'er the field. 
And yet thou carried millions on thy tongue. 

M£MNON. 

All thy blood-thirfty fword has laid in dull: 
Are on my fide ; they come in bloody fwarms. 
And throng my banners : Thy unequall'd crimen 
Have made thee weak, and rob my viftory— 

Busiftis. 

Ha! 

Memnon. 
Nay, ftamp not, tyrant; I can ftamp as loud. 
And raife as many daemons at the found. 

BusiRis* 
I wear a diadem* 

Memnon. 
And I a fword. 

BusiRis. 
Yet, yet fubmit, I give thee life. 

Memnon. 

Secure your own : 
No more, Bufiris ; bid the fun farewel. 

BusiRis. 
Bufiris and the fun fhould fet together : 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate. 
Know thou, I fall like fome vaft pyramid ; 
I bury thoufands in my great deftrudtion. 
And thou the firft.—— Slave ! in the front of battle ; 
There thou fhalt find me. 

X 3 Memnon* 
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Mbmnon. 

Thoo (halt find mc ther^ 
And have well paid that gratitude I owe. 

A continued alarum. 
Enter Myron and Nicanor* meeting* 

NiCAKOa. 
Does not mine eye ftrike terror through thy foul* 
And (hake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
Safe boy ! the fbulnefs of thy guilt fecures thee 
From my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime, 

Myron. 
Old man* didH thou ftand up in thy own caufe* 
I then (hould be afraid of fbuHcore years. 
And tremble at grey hairs ; but iince thy frenzy 
Has lent thofe venerable locks to caft 
A glofs of virtue on the hlaokeft crime, 
Accurfl rebellion ! this gives back my hearty 
With all its rage, and I'm a man again. 

NiCANoa. 
Come on, and ufe that force of arms I taught thee; 
ril now refume the life I gave fo late. 

Myron. 
I grieve thou haft but half a life to lofe. 
And doft defraud my vengeance — At my touch. 
Thou moulder'ft into duft, and art forgotten : 

[^Preparing to fight y Myron ftops Jbort^ 
Ah, no, I cannot fight with thee ; begone. 
And fhake elfewhere ; thou canft not want a death 
In fuch a field, though I j:ef«ftrTnt) thee: 
Rame/es^ Memnon, give them to my fword, 
Suftain'd by thoufands ; but to fly from thee. 

From 
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From thee, moft injur'd marf, fhall be my praii^ 
And rife above the conqueft of my foes, 

NiCANOR* 

»Tis not old age, th' avenging gods purfue thee ! 

[He retires before Nicanor offthefiage. A loud idaruau 

Enter Busims and Auletes, inpurfidt. 
BvsiRis. 
*Tis wefl ; I like this madnefs of the field : 
Let heightened horrors, and a wafte of death. 
Inform the world, Bufiris is in arms : 
But then I grudge the glory of my fword 
To flaves and rebels ; while they die by me. 
They cheat my vengeance, and furvivc in fame. 

AULETES. 

I panted after in the paths of death. 
And could not but from fer behold your plume 
O'erfliadow flaughter'd heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a diftinguifh'd terror through the fields 
' The diftant legions trembling as it blaz'd. 
BusiRis. 
Think not a crown alone lights up my name ; 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Ifis ! 
That whilft Bufiris treads the fanguine field. 
The foremoft fpirit of hishoft ihould conquer 
But by example, and beneath the fhade. 
Of this high-brandilh'd arm. Did*ft thou e'er fear? 
Sure 'tis an art ; I know not how to fear ; 
*Tis one of the It'w things beyond my power ; 
And if death muft be fear'd before 'tis felt;. 
Thy mafter is immortal, O AuUtes^ ■ i 
But while I fpeak, they live ! 
Where fall the founding catarads of iW^, 
The mounuins tremble, and the waters boil \ 

X 4 Like 
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Like them, I'll rufh ; like them my fury pour. 
And give the future world one wonder more. 

[Exeunf. 

Eater Myron, engaged ivith a party : His plume is Jmitte* 
off: He drives thefoe^ and returns, 

Myron. 

When death's fo near, but dares not venture on us, 

'Tis heaven's regard, a kind of falutation. 

Which to ourfelves our own importance (hews :— 

Faint as I am, and almoll fick of blood. 

There is one cordial would revive me ftiU ; 

The fight of Memnon ; place that fiend before me.— 

\Exit. 

Enter. Memnon. 
Memnon. 
Where, where's the prince ? O give him to my fword ! 
His tall white plume, which, like a high-wrought foam^ 
Floated on the tempeftuons ftream of fight, 
Shew'd where he fwept the field ; I foUow'd fwift. 
But my approach has tum'd him into air.— — 

[£»/#r Myron. 
The fight but now begins ! 

Myron. 

Why, who art thou ? 
Memnon. 
Prince, I am— 

Myron. IDi/dain/uIfy.] 
Memnon I 

Memnon. 

No— I'm Mandane, 
Myron. 

Ha! 
Mb M NOW* 
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M B M N N . [ Striking his tnjon head and hreaft, ] 
She's here, Ihe's here, (he's all : Her. wrongs and virtues ! 
Virtues and wrongs I Thou worfe than murderer ! 

Myron. 
I charge thee name her not ; forbear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. 

Memnon. 

Mandane ! 
Myron> 

Be it (o* 
When I refleft on her mean love for thee. 
And plot againft my life, my pain is lefs. 

Memnon. 
'Tis falfe ; fhe meant, ihe knew it not ; Rame/es, 
He, only he, was confcious of the thought. 

Myron. 
Then I'm a wretch indeed ! 

Memnon. 

As fuch I'll ufe thee : 
I'll cruih thee like fome poifon on the earth ; 
Then hafte and cleanfe me in the blood of men. 

Myron. 
I thank thee, for this fpirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe I need not bluih to meet : 
Now, from my foul, it joys me thou art found ; 
And found alive : By heav'n, fo much I hate thee, 
I fear'd that thou waft dead, and hadft efcap'd me : 
I'll drench my fword in thy detefted blood. 
Or foon make thee immortal by my own. 
Villain! 

Memnon. 
Myron ! 

Myron. 
Rebel I 

Memnon. 
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Memnok, 

MyrM ! ' {TbejffgJk. 

Mtron. 

Hen ! 
Mbmnok. 
Jdandam ! 

Myrok. [/'«///.] 
Juft the blow, and jufter ftill, 
fiecaafe imbitter'd to me by diat hand 
I moft deleft ; which gives my foul an earnefb 
Of vaft unfathomable woes to come ; 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 
I leave the world my mifery's example ; 
Jf us'd aright, no trivial legacy. [/>///. 

Enter Syphoces. 

Syphocbs. 
My lord, I bring you moft unwelcome news : 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field. 
In hope to fee her injuries reveng'd, 
Thoughtlefs of any fufFerings but the paft, 
A party of the foe faw, feiz'd, and bore her off. 

Memnon. 
Vengeance and conqueft now are trivial things ; 
Love made their prize. 'Tis impious in my foul 
To entertain a thought but of her reicue : 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickeft war. 
As fome bold diver, from a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to regain a gem 
Whofe lofs impoveriih'd kings; to bring it back. 
Or fee the day no more. \ Exeunt. 

Enter Ma n d a n e, pri/bner, 
Man DANE. 
A genVous foe will hear his captive %eak ; 

A benefit 
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A benefit thus, kneeling, I implore ; 

Let one of all thofe fwords that glitter round me* 

Vouchfafe to hide its point within my breaft. 

Enter Mbmnon* 
Memnon. 
Ah villains 1 curfed Atheifts ! Can you bear 
That pofture from that form ? What, what are numben» 
When I behold thofe eyes ! Not mine the glory, 
'That fingly thus I quell a hoft of foes. 
Inhuman robbers ! O bring back my foul ! 

[They force her off. He rujhes in upon thetn^ and is taktn% 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can lofe 
Their lives but once — But, oh 1 a thoufand times 
Be torn from what they love. 

£«/#r Rameses* 

Rameses* 
Far have I waded in the bloody fields 
Laborious through the ftubborn ranks of war. 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death; 
But thus to find thee !— Better find thee dead ! 
Thefe ilaves will ufe thee ill. 

Memnon, 

Of that no more : 
Myron is dead, and by this krm. 

Rameses* 

I tliank thee : 
All my few fpirits left exult with joy ; 
I'll chafe and fcourge him through the lower world. 

Memnon. 
Alas, thou bleed'ft I 

Rameses. 
Corfe on the tyrant's fword; 

{bleed 
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I bleed to death : But could not leave the world 
Without a lafl embrace. Jufl now I met 
The poor Mandane. 

MSMNON. 

Quickly fpeak. What faid ihe ? 
Rameses. 
Nothing of comfort ; ceafe to afk me farther : 
If you meet more, your meeting will be fad.— 
Your arm ! I faint. — Ah ! what is human life ? 
How, like the dial's tardy-moving (hade. 
Day after day Aides from us unperceiv'd ! 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by Health ; 
Too fubtle is the movement to be feen ; 
Vet foon the hour is up— and we are gone. 
Farewel : I pity thee. [Dies. 

Memnon. 

Farewel, brave friend I 
Would I could bear thee company to reft j 
But life in all its terrors (lands before me. 
And Ihuts the gates of peace againft my wilhes.— 
Do I not hear a peal of diftant thunder ? 
And fee, a fudden darknefs (huts the day. 
And quite blots out the fun !— -But what to me 
The colour of the (ky ? A death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my (lacken'd joints 
Are (hook without a caufe.— A groan ! From whence ? 
Again ! And no one near me ? Vain delu(ion ! — 
I fear not vain ! I fear fome ill is tow'rds me. 
More dreadful fure than all that''s paft.— MzW^/r^ ? 
I hop'd (he was at peace, and paft the reach 
Of this ill news ; but fuch my wayward fate, 
I cannot a(k a curfe, but *tis deny'd me : 
And could I wi(h I ne'er could fee her more I 

Enter 
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Enter M a n d a n e , guarded. 
Mandane, 
This is my brother : A fliort privacy- 
Is a fhiall favour you may grant a foe. 

Guard. 
Let it be fhort ; we may not wait your leifure. 

Memnon. 
'Tis wond'rous ftrange ; there's fomething holds me from her. 
And keeps this foot fail rooted to the ground. 
This is the laft time I Ihall ever pray. [Kneeling. 

To me, ye gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance. 
And I will blefs your mercies while I fuiFer ! 

[Memnon and Mandane adnjance Jhwlj 
to the front of the Jiage. 
Mandane. 
What didft thou pray for ? 

Memnon. 

For thy peace. 
Mandane. 

'Twas kind. 
But oh ! thofe hands in bonds deny the blefTmg, 
For which they earneftly were rais'd to heav'n— 

Memnon. 
I fear fo too : What we have yet to do 
Muft be foon done : This meeting is our laft. 
How fhall we ufe it ? 

Mandane. 

How ! Confult thy chains. 
And my calamities. 

Memnon. 
Sad counfellors. 
And cruel their advice — Are there no other ? 

Manoani. 
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Mandanb. 
I look aroand — and find no glimpfe of hope ; 
A perfed night of horror and defpair. 

Memnon. 
Of horror and deipair indeed, Mandane : 
Canft thou believe me ? Nay can I believe 
Myfelf ? The laft thing that I wifh'd for was— Tit ^fe ! 
The weight of my misfortunes hurts my mind. 

Mandane. 
Was what \ 

Memnon. 
I dare not think ; to think is to look down 
A precipice ten thoufand ^thorn deep. 
That turns my brain ! — Oh ! Oh ! 

Mandane. 

Memmm, no more: 
That filence, and thofe tears, need no exphdning ; 
And it is kind, with fuch fevere reludlance. 
To think upon my death — though neceflary. 

Memnon. 
Ah hold ! You plant a thoufand daggers here : 
Talk not of dying— I difown the thought ; 
Right is not right, and reafon is not reafon ; 
All is diflradtion, when I look on thee. 

all ye pitying gods ! daih out from nature 
Your fbu-s, your fun, but let Mandane live. 

Mandane. 
No ; death long fince was my confirm'd refolvc. 

Memnon. 
Myron is dead. 

Mandane. 
What joy a heart like mine 
Can feel, it feel s H ad he been never born, 

1 might have liv'd— 'tis now impoffible. 

Memnov. 
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Memnon. 
This even to my mifeiies I owe. 
That it difcovers greater virtues ftill. 

In her my foul adores. O my Mandane ! 

O glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace— 

[Memnon 'walks thoughtfully ^ then rttunu* 
Muft I furvive, and change thy tendernefs 
For a flem mailer, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice. 
Then through flow torments linger into death. 
No fteel to flab, no wall to dafh my brain ! 

Mandane. 
Ha! 

Memnon. 
Why thus fix'd in thought ? What mighty birth 
Is laboring in your foul ? Your eyes fpeak wonders— 

Mandane. 
Will not the blood-hounds be content with life I 

Memnon. 
Alas, Mandane ! No ; they iludy nature. 
To find out all her fecret feats of pain. 
And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A fmiplc death in Egypt is for friends. 

Mandane. 
O then it muft be fo !— and yet it cannot !— < 

Memnon. 
What means this fudden palenefs ? 

Mandane. [Feeling in her hofom^ Jhe /woons. ] 

Heav'n affifl me ! 

Memnon. 
My love ! Mandane ! hear me, my efpous'd ! 
My deareft heart ! the infant of my boibm ! 
Whom I would fotler with my vital blood. 

2 Mandane. 
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Ma n d a n e . [ She-ivs a dagger. ] 
*Tis well ; and in return, I give thee — This. 

Memnon. 
Millions of thanks, tliou refuge in defpair. 

Mandane. 
Terrible kindnefs I Horrid mercy ! Oh ! 
I cannot give it thee. 

Memnon. 
Full well I know 
Thy tender ibul, and I muft foce it from thee. 

\_As he is Jiruggling njoith her for the Waggery Jhe Jpeaks* 
Mandane. 
My lord ! my foul ! myfelf I you tear my heart: 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 
Doft thou not circulate through all my veins ; 
Mingle with life, and form my very foul ? 

Memnon. 
Now, monfters, I defy you : Fate forbids 
A long farewel : My guard may interpofe. 
And mak^ your favour vain — Thus, only thus. {Embrace. 
And now— [Go/z/g- to ft ah himfelf.'\ 

Mandane. {Holds his arm, ] 
Ah no ! Since laft I faw thee, thrice I raised 
My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall. — 
If you refufe compafiion to my fex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron^s friend. 
As I a poniard, you fupply an arm. 
And I ihall ftill be happy in your love. 

[Jfter a paufe of aftonijhment ^ he finks gently on the earths 
Memnon. 
From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd. 
And find in deeped anguifh deeper ftill : - 
I can't complain in common with mankin d 
But am a wretched fpecies all alone : 

2 Muft 
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Mttft I not only lofe thee, but be curs'd 

^o fprinkle my own hands with thy life blood i 

Mandane. 
It cannot be avoided. 

Memnonj 
Nor perform* d. 
tiift up my hand againd thee as a foe ! ^ 

I who fhould fave thee from tliy very father. 
And teach thy deareft friends to ufe thee well. 
Make kindnefs kind, and foften all their finiles ? 
O, my Mandane ! think how I have lov'd ! 
O, my Mandane ! think upon thy poW*r ! 
How often had; thou feen nie pale with joy. 
And trembling at a fmile ? And fhall I-— ^ 

Mandane^ 

Myron /— 
[At that Meuvok fiarts upfuddenlj* 

Memnon. 
Ah hold 1 t didfge thee hold ! One glance that way 
Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames : ■ ■ 
The world turns round ; my heart is fick to death ! 
O my diilradtion ! perfed bfs of thought ! 

Mandane. 
Why fland you like a flatue ? Are you dead ? 
What do you fold fo fail within your arms ? 
Why, with fix'd eye-balls, do you pierce the ground ? 
Why ihift your place, as if you trod on fire ? 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan fo dreadfully ? 
My lord, if I have {pent whole live^long nights 
In tears, and figh'd away the day in private. 
Only opprefs'd with an excefs of love, 
O turn, and fpeak to me» 

Memnok. 
And thefe, no doubt. 
Vol. I. y Are 
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Are arguments that I (hoidd draw thj bloodii— « 

No child was ever liill'd epon the breaft 

With half that tendemeTs has melted from thee. 

And fell like balm apon my womided fenl t 

And fliall I murder thee ? Yes« thus— ^ns— Aiusr- 

' [Embracing Jome timfm 

Manoanb. 
Alas ! my lord forgets we are to die. 

£M emnon gazes «witb twondtr on tit iafjpr^ 

Mb M HON. 

By heaven I had; my foul had took her flight 
In blifs«-i»Why, is not this our bridal day ? 

Mandavb* 
That way diftrafiion lies. 

Memnon. 

Indeed It doct. 
Both. 
Oh! Ohf 

Mandanb. 
Thy fighs and groans are (harper than Ay tasAm 
The guard is on us. 

Memnoit. 
Then it muft be done* 
Sun» hide thy face> and put the world in mourmngii 
Though blood dart out for tears, 'tis don&— But one^ 
One laft embrace. [As he enlaces ber,Jbe ksrjfs mf» teart^ 

Let me not fee a tear— I could as loon 
Stab at the face of heav'n, as kill thee weeping. 

Mai^danb. ' 
'Tis paft ; I am composM. 

Mem NOW. 

And now'-i-and now. 

Mandakb.^ 
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Mandanb. 
Be not fo fearful ; 'ds the fecond blow 
Will pain my heart«-4ndeed this will not hurt me. 

MSMNON. 

thou haft flung my foul quite through and throi^h. 
With thofe kind words : I had juft ileel'd my breaft, 

[Dafi^Mg dmun the daggtr. 
And thou undo'ft it all— «-I could not bear 
To raze thy ikin to fave the world from ruin, 
Mandan£. [Stabs ber/el/.'] 
If you're a woman, I'll be fometking more.— • 

1 ihall not tafte of heaven till you arrive. [Dikf* 

Mbmnon. 
Struck homCi— and in her heart— She's dead already ; 
And now with me aH nature is expir'd. 
My lovely bride, now we again are happy, [Stahs him/elf. 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial Jbow'r.— 
Now every fplendid objed of ambition. 
Which lately, with their vari6us gloiTes, play'd 
Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle hear^ 
Are taken from me by a little mifl^ 
Aud all the world is vanifh'd, [Dies. 

4 nuarcb Jhunded. Enter Nicanor and Sythoczz, <viC' 
torious. 

The guards, which are advancing fo the todies, fiy. 

Nicanor. 
The day's our own ; the Perfian^s angry pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morning infolence. 
And tum'd the ^cfperate fortune of the field, 
Jy fure, though late, relief. 

Syphocbs. 

Nicanor, friend, 

Y 2 I from 
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I from the city bring you welcome news : 

My guilty letter from the amorous queen 

I fpread amongft the maltitade ; while yet 

Their blood was warm with reading the black icroOa 

^fyris^ to view the fortune of the fight. 

Leaving her palace for the weftem tow'r. 

Was feiz'd, torn, fcatter*d, on the guilty fpot;, 

Where her great brother fell, 

I^ICANOR. 

The gods are jufL 
Syphocbs. 
8ee where Sufiris C(»nes ; your royal captive. 
In his misfortune great ;> an awful ruin ! 
And dreadful to the conqueror I 

NiCANOa, [4^*vaMciHgf fees the bodiei.\ 
Sad fight! 
A fight that teaches triumph how to mourn. 
And more than juflifies thefe dreaming tears, 
£ven on the moment that my country's fav'd 
From fore oppreflion, and inglorious chains. 

[He falls en bis attendastts^ 

A great Jhwt. Enter B u s i R i s, *wounded. 
SusiRis. 
Conquer'd ? 'Tis falfe ; 1 am your mafter ftill ; 
Your piaiter, though in bonds : You ftand s^haj 
At your good fate, and, tremblings can't enjoy* 
Now, from my foul, I hug thefe welcome chains 
Which fhew you all Bufirisy and declare 
Crowns and fuccefs fuperfluous to my fame. ■ 
You think this flreaming blood will lower my thought ; 
No, ye miftaken men, I fmile at death ; 
For living here, is living all alone ; 
To me a real folitude, amid 

5 A throi^ 
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A throng of little beings groveling round me ; ' 
Which yet nfurp one common ihape and name. 
I thank thefe wounds^ thefe raging psdns^ which promiie 
An interview with equals foon elfewhere. 

[He fees Memnon.] 
Ha ! dead ? 'Tis well : He rofc hot to my fword ; . 
I only wifh'd his fate, and there he lies. 
Some, when they die, die all ; their mould'ring clay 
Js but an emblem of their memories ; 
The fpace quite clofes up thro* which they pafs'd : 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind. 
Shall pluck the fhining age from vulgar time. 

And give it whole to late pofterity : 
My name is wnt in mighty charaders,^ 

Triumphant columns, and eternal domes* 

Whofe fplendor heighten our Egyptian dsiy, 

Whofe ftrength (hall laugh at time, till their great baiis^ 

Old earth itfelf, fhall fail : In after-ages. 

Who war or build, fhall build or war from me ; 

Grow great in each as my example fires : 

^Tis I of art the future wonders raife ; 

I fight the future battles of the world. ■ 

Great yove, I come ! Mgyft, thou art forfaken ; \^SM^ 

Jfia^s impoverilh'd by my finking glories ; 

And the world leffens, when Bufiris falls. » [^^* 

Syphoces. 

Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid ; 

And for what ufe foe'er it was defign'd 

By that high-minded, but miAaken, man. 

There let him lie magnificent in death ; 

Great was his life, great be his monument ; 
And on Bufiris^ nephew, young Ar/aces, 
Of gentler fpirit, let the crown devolve. 

From 
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From this day'< vengeance, let the nations know« 
Jovi lays the pride of haughtieft monarchs low ; 
And they, who, kindled with ambitious fire. 
In arts and arms mth moft foccefs aijpire. 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doon^ 
QnSf at their £ite, and build tfaemfelves a tonabw 
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CJ^HE race tf critics, dull, judicious roptetf 
-^ To mournful plays dewf brijk Epilogues : 
Each gentle /wain, emd tender nymph. Jay thy. 
From a fad tale flfosdd go in tears eewct^ ; 
From hence quite home jhouldftreams offirrewjhedm 
And, dromfH^d in grief, fteal Jiipperlefs to bed. 

This doSrine is Jo grofve the Sparks mjon^t bear if ; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 
The Cit, nuho owns a little fun nvorth hiding. 
Holds half-a-'crown too much to fray for crying s 
Eefides, who knows, vfithout theje heaiing arts. 
But Love might turn your heads, and hreai your heart9% 
And the poor Author, ly imagined <woest 
Might people Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaux ? 

Hence I, who lately hid adieu to pUafure, 
Robbed of myjpostfe^ and my dear virgin treafure ; 
I, whom you faw, dejp airing, breathe my loft, 
4m free and eafy, as if nought had paft% 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan. 
And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man* 



"^But 



328 £ P I L O G tf & 

mm^tit 'wbiuci ins this maiicimu mirtb begin f 
1 know, j€ btafis^ yeu reckon it no'fin^ 

*Tis ftrange that crimtt the fame, in different playSf 
Should move our horror^ and our laughter raifii. 
Levels Jvui Jecure the comie A3mr Hfies ; 
Butt if he^s ivicAed, in hianh 'verje he dies^ 
The farce, whero tvivet frovejrail, ftiU makes the ief/^ 
And the poor cuckold is a /landing jeft : 
But our brave bardf a virtuous fin of l&Sp 
Counts a bold ftroke in Lome among the vices % 
In blood and vjounds a guilty land be dips je§ 
And nuaftes an empire for one raviflf'd gypj^* 

What mufy morals f 11 an Oxf(n;d headg 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred ! 
There each fttff Don at galfssttry exclaimt. 
And calls fine men and ladiis^^hy. names $ 
They tell you Rakes and Jilts corrupt a nation i 
^^Sucb is tie prejudice of education t * - 

Toup viho knovj better things, voill fure approve 
Theje fcenes, that fifew the houndUfi power of LovOm 
Let, vihen they *wilK' th* Italian Things appear. 
This play, vae trufi, Jhail. throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron*} paffion, up to phrens^ lurongbt, - 
Would ill be voarbled through an EunucVs throat : 
His part, at Uaft, his part requires a Man i 
Let Nicolani a^ it, if he can* 
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